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TMPRIMATUR, 


' 


 Ofober 20: 1685. 
Rob. Mideley. 


TO 
Her Royal Highneſs 


THE 


PRINCESS ANNE 


Of DENMARK. 


HE Great, Madam, feldom want 
Addreſſes from the Multitude, to 


applaud and celebrate them ; for 
Greatneſs draws the Crowd, as the burning 


"| Buſh did Moſes, to admire it. But what 


encourages others in their approaches to 
their Superiors, had prohibited mine to 
Your Royal Highneſs, and, like the Yoice 
ſent from amidſt that Buſh, had preſcrib'd 
my admiration limits, and confind'd it to 
ſo due a diſtance, that it might not com- 
mit a Rudeneſs, where it defign'd to pay a 


Az Rewves *., 


Epiſtle Deaucatory. 
Reverence. But, Madam, the obliging con- 
deſcention of Your Excellent and truly Roy- | 
al Temper, which awes all Your approach- 
ers only with a gentle Influence, as it en- | | 
courag'd me to beg, ſo it readily procurd | 
me Your gracious permiſſion to lay 'this J| , 
humble Offering at Your feet. I havethere- | 
fore preſum'd to introduce into Your Royal 
Highneſs's Preſence a Foreigner ambitious of 
the Honor, and one who mult certainly be | , 
divertive, if his ſenſe be not impaird by the 
unskilfulneſs of kis Interpreter. F 

For you will find him, Madam, fo muc't } ,, 
your own reſemblance, fo religiouſly De- Þ ,, 
vout, ſo ſincerely Chriſtian ſo verlt in all F 
the heights and tranſports of an exalted Pi- f 
ety, as well as all the excellencies of Wit 
and Senſe, that his Converſation cannot be 

+ unpleaſing. 

And now , to whom but Your -Royal 

High- 


Ep: le Deadicatory. 


Highneſs can he become a Suppliant 2 for 


" | where can a Work of the higheſt Devotion 


| beſo favourably receiv'd, as where the Per- 


fon whoſe Patronage it implores is the moſt 


| Unimitable, as well as moſt Illuſtrious Pat- 
q tern of it - 


It is not, Madam, becauſe You are Daugh- 
ter to the beſt, no leſs than the Greateſt of 
Chriſtian Monarchs, but becauſe You are 
a faithful Servant to the Xing of Kings, that 
this poor piece begs your Royal Acceptance. 
It admires You not ſo much for Your ex- 
ternal Pomp and Grandeur, as for the no- 
bler Ornaments of Your Soul ; nor takes fo 
much notice that Tour Garments are of Nee» 
dle-work and Embroidery, as that Tou are all 
glorious within. For Tour Piety, Madam, 1s 
eminent as Tour Quality ; and the Conſtancy 
of Tour Preſence, as well as the Rel:gjon of 
Tour Performance, at the Devotions of our 
A 3 


Church. 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Church, might powerfully put to ſilence not 
only the /gnerance of fooliſh men, but the Ma- 
lice too of the wicked and perverſe : Orit 
they ſhou'd ſtill continue their falſe ſug- 
geſtions, yet the genuine Sons of the Church Fin 
of England can have no apprehenſions of un- 
kindneſs from their Sovereign, who has gi- It 
ven His Princely Word, that He will defend V/ 
and ſupport it in its preſent Eſtabliſhment, v0 
and whoſe Royal ſue are ſuch inſeparable Fill 
Members of it, that all 7s ſuferings muſt F: 
affe&t 7hem. But God be praisd the Church, to 
thro His Majeſty's goodneſs and favour, is 
as far from danger as from the dread or ſu- 
ſpicion of it, and the notion it has of Fs 
benign and gracious diſpoſition, renders it as Wt 

fearleſs, as the addition of a Promile, as 
facred and inviolable as the Laws of the Medes 
and Perſians, makes it ſafe. And as *tis the 

Churches /r/ bappineſs to be under the Go» 

vernment 


\ 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Piety, fo You excel in that of not ſeeking th 
worlds applauſe by Tour performances , a 
therefore I leave all Panegvricks, and on 
make it my humble petition, that Tou wilſat 
with Tour uſual ſiveetneſs and candor accep*/ 


10 
this mean preſent, and pardon the unworthgj: 


| Oferer, 


| 


Your Royal Highneſs's 


moſt Humble *7 


and moſt Obedient Servant, 


EDM. ARWAKE Iif* 


o 


" PREFACE. 


ar Rom my firſt acquaintance with this Amtber, 
on which was as early as I was able to underſtand 
him, I found him fo pleaſing and agreeable, 
bat IT wiſhd he were taught to [peak Englith, rhas 
boſe who cond not underſtand him in bis ew'n language 
ight by that means partake of the ſatisfatticn and 
dwuantage 1, at leaſt, receiv'd in my converſation with 
im. And finding that not any Pen had brea employ'd 
bout the Work, ( fer Mr. Quarles only berrow'd his 
mblems, to pra fix them to much inferiour ſenſe) ra- 
ber than it ſhou d remain und:n, and ſuch an excellent 
tece of Dewoticn be loſt to thcſe who 2wen d prize u 
of, the Religious Ladies of our Age : I re/clv'd to 
mgage in the attempt ; and the rather, becauſe the 
Subject was as ſutable to my Calling, as @ Clergy 
an, as the Senle was to my FANCy, as an humble £.4- 
nirer of Poetry, eſpecia t ſuch asis Divine. 
But on a more cinſiderate peru'al of the Book, in 
der to a Tranſlation, I found ſomethings 4 it 2which 
ut 4 ſtep to my proceeding, that even my zeal to have 
& done, cou'd [carce prevail with me to undertake the 
ok. For my Author, 1 found, was a little tco much 
Poet, and had inſerted ſeveral fil ituuns ſtories im bs 
Poems, which did much leſſeu their gravity, and wery 
I become their Devotim ; and which, indeed, ward 
ake from them that prevalency which they crght to 
? Ripove, as ſerious Addrelies from the Sou] to God, 
er the affeft ions of ai! that read them. But at laf 
wy 


Ut, 


The Preface. 


my inclination to the Work, made me reſolve rath 
wholly to omit thoſe Fiftions where I met them, th 
recede from my deſizn. Aud accordingly I have made 
my buſineſs to leave them always out, unly where 
cou'd think of an apprſite example out of the Scriptur 
Thave uſed it mſtead of the fictitious one omitted. 

in the firſt Poem of the ſecond Book, where the Auth 
brings in Phacton as an example of mens deſiring 
berty in chooſing, tho their chcice proves oftentimes thi 
ri; , I have ujed the Prodigal Son, as more ſutab| 
r1t/e deſign, and I am ſure to the gravity of the Poe 
A:* {uch another alteraticn I have made in the ſeco 


Poem of the third Book, where, inſtead of Cydippe 


beins decriy'd by Acontius with an Apple, I hauf 


meantion'd Eve's being ſo deluded by the Serpent. A 
#n ſeveral ether places I bawve done the like, wh! 
thiſe fabulous ſtories came in my way, as whoever hi 
the curicſity to enquire, may find, by comparing t| 
Engliſh ith the Latine. And i all this, Ithink, 
have rather done my Author a kindnels than aninjur 
But there is ancther thing for which ſome of the A 
thor's friends may perhaps call me to an account ;, thi 
vs, for omitting ſeveral hiſtorical paſſages taken fro 
the Legend of Saints and Martyrolcgies : And 
this I muſt return im my own behalf, that it was m 
cut of any dijregard to, or preſudice againſt the Sain) 
ant hol; per/onr of 21'hom the account is given, nor thi 
T ſuerftitiouſly disbelieve their ſtories, however fo 
/ 


y » 4 , - 
Pe rhays may with too mich | up! r/tition credit them; bi 


the trite rea/oms of my leaving out ihe mention of the 
ware theſe : Firit, becauſe I knew that great part « 


0 


TT 


thr 


he 


T7 0 


th 


The Preface. 
e Readers would be ſtrangers to their Hiftories, and 
uſt conſequently be at a loſs in underſtanding thePoems. 
>condly, becauſe the truth of therelations is not ſo evis 
nt as to render them unqueſtionable, I thought them 
ter left out, eſpecially ſince they are on!y bare recitals 
ſuch paſſages, without any improvement of Fancy, 
kineſs of T bought upon them, which coula not mjure 
e Book by being omitted, whereas the inſerting that 


Wt might prejudice ſome nice judgments againſt the 


hole: And, which was my third reaſon, might be a 
derance to the Impreſſion. 

But however they may cenſure me for this, I hope 
ey will not take it ill that I have left out the Satyri- 
I part of the ſecond Poem of the firſs Book , wherein 
xe Author reflefs on the Monks and Fryars in their 
griety of Habits, and conteſts about them ; for indeed 
bought it ſomething too uncharitable to have any rcom 
IC Devine a Pcem. And now I am apologizing for 
miſſions, let me nct forget to acquaint the Reader that 


iy have left out ſome of the Authr's /enſe, particularly 


theeighth Poem of the ſecond Bock, and in the ſecond 
oem of the third Book : Inthe firſt of which he recormts 
I the ſeveral ſorts of Perfumes he can think of, and in: 
be latter makes a long recital of the various Riftds 6: 


Flowers, both which rather tire than deliglit the Rea- 


Tr, and he muſt be unkind if be does not thank me f«: 
iting them. But ſtill it may be objetted againſt me, 
bat I bawe made bold with my Author, in varying 
om htm, and ſometimes adding to him : "Tis true, 7 
ve done both; as in the third Poem of the firſt Book 
wr inſtante, where, inſtead of mentioning Fodalirius 
ana 


The Preface. 
end \\I2lampus, and the other Phyſicians, I have u 
ten lines of my own ; an1in the fifth Poem of the ſa 
Book, Thavs given an account of Mans Creation ſo 
thins d:erent from that in my Author, (both which 
#!l. the other variations and additions,may be know 
the Enzl:h Reader by their being primed in the ltaligh 
Chara:ter.) But whether I have impair'd the ſe 
whet her 4:2 for the better or the worſe, I muſt ſub 
my ſelf to the judgment of the Learned, whoſe pards 
muſt bes for whatever is amiſs, and particularly if Þ 
ny thing [ have injur d the worthy Author to whom I « 
willing to wake all the reparation | am able. And itÞ@ci: 
bave wjur d him inoth2r ad:litions, I have done himfles, 
kinaniſs inthi: in th: tenth Poem of the third Boohbl 
where he ſeem; to apolngiz,2 for Selt-murther; for with h 
F have there added takes away all poſſibility of miſtakiſho 
him, 29) I am confident was too good a Chriftian vl 
&e/izn any thin of that kind,and we find be ſufficient 
condemn's all ſuch attempts by this Verſe : | 

Oquones quzlia fugz fuir anſa pudende: 
which 1 have render'd, 

How oft wou'd I attempt a ſhameful flight : Bm 
where ths epithet be gives to light, proves that he hate 
0 g 99d opinion of it. And this gives me the hint to [4 1 
fomething of bis wiſhing for death in the eighth Poa, 
of the [ame Book, which is not any way meant in favops 
of Seif-murther, but a pious deſire of the Soul to be fre 
from the captivity of the body, that it might enjoy 
Saviour ; which is no» more than what St. Paul tells 
of bimſelf, that he had a deſire tobe diſſolved, a 
to be with Chriſt, More pright be urg'd in behalf þ 


The Preface. 


Wuthor. on this account, but that he needs no apology, 
all hawe enough to do to excuſe my ſelf, for 'tis not 
obable I ſhall be accus'd of an indecorum as to Chro- 
plogy, in bringing in the glcr10us Saint & Martyr King 
harles I. with our [ate and preſent Monarchs, for ex- 
mples of the mfortune that oftentimes attends the 
reate(ſt and beſt of men,inſlead if Menelaus and Dio- 
yſius : but I deſire the Reader to give me leave to 
worm him, that I deſign my Tranſlation to repreſent 
e Book as if but now firſt written, and where then 
ld I produce more apt examples of the inſtability of 
ortune, and the ſufferings of. 860d men, than thole 
rinces were, whoſe Unhappineſs, like their Excellen- 
5, had no parallel ? T am ſure They muſt be more ſu- 
ble than Dionyſius, whoſe tyranny made him unpitied 
his miſery. £nd having teld my Reader my deſign, 
hope he will not blame mefer changing the 7th. of May 
hich I ſuppoſe was my Authcr's Birth-day ) to the 
7th. of July, (which was my own) and applying tomy 
If all that part of the eighth Pcem inthe third Book ; 
d then I am cenfi:lent T ſhall not be condemn'd on any 
ed for that digreſſi:n m the fourteenth Poem of the 
me Buok, wherein I cencetve the joyful reception of hu 
Ste Majeſty s Scul in Heaven, and the preat ſatisfatti- 
which hs preſent Majeſty's ſucceſſion to the Crown 
ought to thoſe Culeſtial Spirits, who being lovers of 
obt and Equity, muſe be exceedingly pleas d to have 
undoubied Title take place : for that they ave affett- 
with ſome tranſattions here below, ts evident from 
Savicur's wirds, that there is joy in Heaven 
ong the Angels over ſinners that repent ; and 
by not then over the Fuſt that are rewarded? J 


The Prefacc. 


I would not willingly tire myReader with along Þ 
face, and therefore ſhall only add a word or two in beh 
both of my Author and my ſelf. 'Tis true the Title-y, 
m the Larine declares him of the Society of Jeſus, 
brs Book ſhews nothing either of his Order, oy particu 
Opinion in Religicn,but that he is an excellent Chriſt 
in the main : And indeed he ſeems to me to have deſi 
caly avoided all occaſin of offence to his Readers of 
different judgment; for thoin the fourteemth Poem of 
fir#? Bock he had a fair opportunity of menticning y 
gatory, he wholly declines it, and takes no nitice at 
of ſuch a place, Andin the twelfth Pcem of the th 
Book he ſays nothing of Tranſubitantiation, tho he | 
occaſion to mention the Sacrament if the Euchariſt. 4 
this particularly I thought neceſſary to offer, leſt (| 
may think I have miſ-render'd him mm thoſe pla 
hich, if they conſult him{elf,they!l find I have had 

xcaſron fir. Thus having made my excn/e for ſome thi 
which I fear'd might be carpt at, if I have any ot! 
fanlts, T ſhall detain the Reader no lover, but let þ 


£9 073 £0 find them. 


—_ 


Some Errors have eſcap'd the Preſs : Thoſe which relate to 
lerſe, are mſerted underneath ; thoſe in the Pointing, 
left tothe courteous Reader tocorrett, who 1s deſired lihes 
eo pardon and amend any literal faults. 


Page rt. line 3. for Thoſe, read hoſe. p. 46.1.8. r. Fri 
Þ. 146. 1.10. r. Imove. p. 1 50.1: 4. for whoſe, r. who's, p. 
:. 20, r; And then. p. 232. 1. 16, r. my deliverer. 
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2g 15 not hid 


m thee. Pal. 38.v.9. 


and mr aronmn 


Fo 


(x) 


TO THE 


EESIRSE 


OF THE 
Eternal Habitations, 


ESUS CHRIST, 


'hom the Angels delire to pry into. 


d, thou knoweſt all my defire,and my groan: 
ing is not hid from thee. Pal. 38, v. g. 


Y no diſcov'ry did I e're impart 
The ſecret pantings of my lowve-ſick Heart . 
Thoſe cloſe receſſes to no other eye 
the great Pow'r's that fram'd them, open lie : 
only views my thoughts in their undreſs, 
d His bright beams expoſe their nakedneſs, 
B z Who 


(2) 


Who ean his ſenſe Yanothers ears convey, 
Unleſs himſelf his own deſigns betray ? 
Yet, cou'd Diſcow/ry gratifie my wiſh, 
Concealment ſhou'd not long defer the Blifs : 
But no relation can my wants relieve, 

Or limits to my boundleſs wiſhes give. 


Rachel (alas!) wou'd her loſt Sons deplore, 
But tlineffeCtual grief was quickly o're : 
Smce publiſhd ſorrows ſtill were unredreſt, 
She call'd them back home to ber mournful breast. 
Fhus Fire emits, and then deveurs its Seeds, 
And onitsOff: ſpring the wild Parent feeds. 
1hus, when the Clouds have empty'd all their R: 
They drink up the exhauſted ſtock again. 
And thus I belt receive the-tears I theg, 
And turn the Streams back to their Formntains het 


Then what my thoughts are while I ſeem to mc 
Only to me, and him I love, is known ; 
Viar ] detign in every filent Vow, 


Only my {e/f, and my Beloved know ; 


(3) 


longing SIGHS a myſtick Language prove, 
own to all but me and Him I love. 


ow oft” have I with hypocritick art 
2 diſſembled look bely'd my heart ? 
ile Sadneſs all without deludes the fight, 


2n all within is Pleaſure in the height: 
faithleſs rears are prattts'd in deceit, 

d my falſe ſmiles arealta-varniſh'd cheat. 

en I Jament, the world believes me ſad ; 

en I rejozce, then it concludes me glad : 
s by my count nance gueſling at my fate, 

8 oft” abus'd to a wrong eſtimate ; 

r falſe appearances deceive its ſenſe, 


id all it ſees is Vizard and Pretence. 
at mean my throbbing breaſts, and melting eyes, 


only know, and only J/e ſuffice. 
Heb. 4. 13. 


itheris there any Creature that is not manifeſt in his 
febt, but- all things are naked and opened to the eyes 


of him with whom we have todo. 


B3 SIGHS 


With my Soul have I Jegrved 


A——_—y . - 
Hee mm the night 15a: 36. 9. 
Nd n 


L 4% 


E1GHRY 


OF THE 


Penitent Soul, 


BOOK the Firſt 


I. 


With my foul have T defired thee in the night. 
Iſa. 26. 9. 


Ow do my wandring thoughts miſtake their way, 
And in a Maze of darkſom Error ſtray ? 
Loſt in which diſmal Lab rinth, I conclude 
This /£g yptian Plague is in my Soul renew'd. 


A 


6 
il ! A Night of ſo much Horror's fit alone 
W' For theneglett of dull Oblivien. 
No Scythian or Cimmerian Sky's fo black, ( ſake Wt 
Tho Heav'ns bright Lampsthoſe gloomy Shades for 
Ev'nHell, where Night in ſable Triumph dwells, Wh 
Yields to the terror of my darker Cells : 
For tho no fav'ring Star imparts its light, uy 
To baniſh thence the Horror and Allright ; 
Yet there ſo much their puniſhment they fee], 
As will not et them beinſenſible : 
There the ſad Shades bewail their want of Light, b 
And the Cimmerians grieve away their Night ; 
And, when the Scythians ſix dark Moons haveſpent, $7 
Th'expected Day returns from Baniſhment. 


4 ButI am to eternal Night confin'd, l 
| © "And what ſhow'd guide me, is it ſelf ſtruck blind : 

{ Nor can I hope but that I ſtill mult ſtray, 

Since I perceive not how I loſe my way ; 

# But court the baneful Shades in which I err, : 


:\And to Heav'ns fafe and faithful Cynoſure 
| \The Jenis Fajuns of my ſenſe prefer : 
of B4 For 


CF 


or Prides falſe light miſguides my wandring mind, 
nd vain Ambition does my Judgment blind ; 
'hile Love with ſoft Enchantments does entice 
y heart, and with falſe fire deceives my eyes. 
hen this black Image does my thoughts poſlels, 
edarkneſs and the horror ſtill increaſe, 
ly eyes have their ſucceſſive Night and Day, 
d Heav'n allows them an alternate ſway : c 
h. that my Soul as happy were as They ! 
at Reaſon jointly might with /#1// preſide, 
boſe office 'tis the ſtragling Mind to guide ! 


They more are griev'd who Joſe the uſe of fight, 


an they who ze&re enjoy d the benefit ; 

dhe that in Nights ſhades has loſt his way, 
ates with greater joy tlapproaching Day : 
t that (alas! ) is a too tedious Night, 

it never Will admit the grateful Lighs, 


Yhen the bright Sun returns to cheer our eVes, 
haſte, like Perſians, to adore his Rile ; 


Thither 


(8) 

Thither our early homage we addreſs, 

And ſtrive who firſt ſhall his kind Influence bleſs. 
Thus oft”, on high, I Heay'ns bright Orb ſurvey'd 
From Pole to Pole, andthus as oft have pray'd; 
Shine, ſhine, my Su», bright ſubject of my Song, 
Thou that haſt left my watchful eyes too long, 
Riſe, riſe, and raiſe thy wondrous head on high ; 
Can one faint Ray indulge my longing eye ? 
Yet, if that Bliſs is too ſublime for me, 

Give me, oh ! give me one kind glimpſe of Thee 


(9) 


Bernard in Cant. Serm, 75; 


The World has its Nights, and thoſe 
not a few. Alas! why dol ſay its 
Nights, ſince it ſelf is almoſt one 
continual Night, and always over- 


ſpread with Darkneſs ? 


II. O God, 


oP 


1h! 


Uh 


I» A Vo Y il 


A'S 


0 God thou tknowest, mr S1m- 
L's , 8 
 ntuuly , and my faults are not 
hid from Her Ps 2l. 69.5 
— £ P. to. 


IL 


| O God, thou knoweſt my jimplicity, and my 
* faultsare not hid from thee. Pſal. 69. 5. 


F thou our childiſh Folly canſt not bear, 
Thou, who doſt all things by we Counſels ſteer; 

Who can accepted, who can pardon'd be, 
vince none from Folly, none from Faulrs are free ? 
This ſtrange infectious Poyſon of the mind 
Has ſpread its Venom o'ce all human-kind: 
"Tis vain to counterfeit, we've all been frail, 
Folly's our Bir:h-Right by a long Entail, 
Since our firſt Parents went themſelves aſtray, } 
And taught us too to fool our Bliſs away : ? 
They for an Apple all Mankind betray'd ; 
Was e'rea more imprudent bargain made ? 
Nor FEſau's Folly has its parallel, 
Who,Wretch! deyour'd his Eirth-Right at a Meal. 

: Ev're 


(12) 


Evn He, 
Whom Sheba's 2neen for Wiſdom did prey, J 
(Strange weakneſs! ) acted Folly evin with Her ; th 
Which proves that King's Orac'lous Sentence true, Þ 


Who ſays, that Fools are num'rous, Wile-men few. is 
Nor was the prudent Moſes wiſh in vain, { 


When he of Mans deſtruction did complain ; 
* Othat unthinking Mortals wou'd be wiſe, 
* And place their End before their heedful eyes' 
* Then Sins ſhort pleaſuresthey wou'd ſoon deſpiſe? | 
* Not yield, like Wax, to ev'ry Stamp of Vice. 


Wou'd any but a ſtrange beſotted Rour, 
TWExiſtence of a God deny, or doubt ? 
Theſe, that in ſin they may uncheck'd go on, 
Perſwade themſelvesto a belief of Noxe. 
 Ourvery Crimest'improve our Folly tend, 

' - And we're infaruate, c're we dare offend ; | 
| Nor does the growing frenzy here give o're, 
*\, But from this 1] runs headlong'on to more: 
My We Caſtles build in this inferior Air, 

As if to haye Eternal Beings here : 


(13) 
twhen unthought-of Death ſhall ſnatch usherice; 
> then ſhall own the fond Improvidence. 
th endleſs and unprofitable toil 
> ſtrive Cenrich and beautifie the Soil ; 
is Soil, which we muſtleave at laſt behind 
thoſe for whom our pains were ne're deſign'd. 


How does our toil reſemble Childrens play, 

ien they erect an Edifice of Clay ? 

dw idly buſte. and imploy'd they are ? 

re, /ome bring Straw ; there, others Sticks prepare, 


5 loads his Cart with Dirt ; that ina Shell 
ings Water, that it may be temper'd well ; 
d in their work themſelvesthey fondly pride, 
ile Age the childiſh Fabrick does deride : 
on our Work Heav'n with contempt looks downy 
d with a breath our, Babel-Tow'r'so rethrown. 


What ſtrangedefire of Gems, what thirſt of Gold, 
oe, drops of Rain congeal'd; that, ripned Mold' 
t theſe ſo much mens nobler Souls debaſe, 


atthey their bliſs in ſuch mean trifles place. 
Al- 


(14) 
Al! fooliſh Ign'rants ! can your choice appro 
No-more exalted Objetts of your love, 

That all your timein their purſuit you ſpend, 
As if Salvation did on them depend ? 

Heav'n may be purchagd at an eaſie rate; 
But, oh ! how few bid any thing for That ! 
Unthinking Sots! that Earth to Heaw'n prefer, 
Andfading Foys to endleſs Glory there ! 

The Crime of ſuch an inconſid'rate choice 
Ought nor pretend to Pardon,ev'n in Boys ; 

[| For They from Counters currant Money know, 
4 Almoſtas ſoon as they have learnt to go : 

But Mer (oh ſhame! ) prize counterfeit deligh 
Before the Joys to which kind Heav'n invites. 


Oh! for ſome Artiſt to retrieve their ſenſe, 
E're more degrees of Folly hey commence. 


But by Heav*ns piercing Eye we aredeſcry'd 
; Which does our fins with Follies Mantle hide. 
Mid .-He's pleas'd to wink at Errors too in me, 

| And ſeeing, ſeems as tho he did not ſee. 


(5) 


e knowsTve but a ſlender ſtock of Wit, 
nd want a Guardian too to manage it: 
) then, ſome kind Prote#ion, Lord, aſſign 
his Ideot Soul! But *rwill be beſt in Thine. 


Chryſoſt. in Joann, Hom. 4. 
bey are no better than Fools, who are ever; as it 


were; dreaming ef earthly things, and of ſhort con- 
HImnance. 


HI. Have 


| 


47 aur mercy unon me O L ord 
{ - _ - * 

forTZ am Weak: 0 L,or0 heal me. 

( for mr bones are vexe) Pals. z 


"P16 


IIL 


ave mercy upon me, O Lord, for 1 am weak : 
$0 Lord, heal me, for my bones are vexed. 
EPfal. 6. 2. 


Hall my juſt grief be querulons, or mute, 
Full of Diſeaſe, of Phyſick deſtitute ! 
ought thy Love fo conſtant heretofore, 
Fc Vows were needleſs to confirm me more : 
© doſt thou now abſent, and ſlight my pain ! 
Bat fault of mine has caus'd this cold Diſdain ? 
* Þ bleſt Phy/itian of my love-ſick Soul, 
ole ſight alone will make thy Patient whole ; 
du who haſt caus'd,canſt thou forger my grief, 
ich only from its Author ſeeks relief? 
bou'd they whoſe Art gave dying Fame new breath, 
| reſcu'd their ſurviving names from Death : 
y in whoſe ſight no bold Diſeaſe durſt ſtand 


trembling vaniſh'd at their leaſt command ; 
s C2 - 7 They 


(13) 
They who each Simples ſow'rein Virtue knew, | 
And to their ends cou'd well apply them too : 
Shou'd they their skill in tedious Conſult try, 

All, all wow'd fail to eaſe my miſery ; 

Alltheir Preſcriptions without Thine are vain, 
Thine only ſute the nature of my pain. 

Thou who haſt caus'd, canſt thou forget my gri 
Which only from its Author ſeeks relief ! 


See! my parch'dtongue my bodies flame declar 
And my quick Pulſe proclaims inteſtine Wars ; 
Whileſo mnch blood's profuſely ſpent within, 
That not one drop can in my cheeks be ſeen ; 
And the ſame Pulſe that gave the brisk Allarmsg 
Beats a dead March in my dejeCted Arms : 

Ay Dottors ſigh, and ſhrugging take their leave, 
And me to Heavn and a cold Gravebequeath, 
While more than they the fatal ſenſel feel 
Ofmy loft health, and their ſucceſleſs 5kill. 


| 
) 


ay 
nc 


What canthe Patient hope, when ſad deſpair 
. Diſcourages the lolt Phyſician's Care ! 


(19) 
e ſubtle Poyſon creeps through all my Veins, 
din my Bonesthe fierce Infection reigns : 
drooping head flies to my hands for aid, 
it by the feeble Props is ſoon betray'd : 
ow my laſt breath is ready to expire, 
d I muſt next to Deaths dark Cell retire. 
.Winly I ſtrive my other pains totell, 
br they (alas!) are unaccountable. 
this forlorn unpity'd ſtate I lie, 
hile he who can relieve me, lets me die. 
y Face is ſtrange, and out of knowledg grown, 
'"nlam ſcarce perſwaded'tis my own. 
y Eyes have ſhrunk for ſhelter in my head, 
nd on my Cheek the Roſe hangs pale and dead. 
opow'r cou'd drive the fierce Diſeaſe away, 
or force the plundring Conqu'rour. from his prey. 
(hearr, 
My Wounds---But oh ! that word has pierc'd my 
ie very mention does renew their ſmart ; 
ly Wounds gape wide, asthev wou'd let in Death, 
nd make quick pallage for my flitting breath : 


C3 Nor 


| For, Lord, my Wounds are from the Darts of 


(20) 
Nor can they ev'n the lighteſt touch endure, FW! 
Bnt dread the hand that wou'd attempt their Cap 


That rage and torture my griev'd Soul within. & 
Here a hydropick thirſt of Riches reigns, 

And there Prides flatuous humor pufts my vein 
Next frantick Paſſion plays the Tyrants part, 
And Loves ©'re-ſpreading Cancer gnaws my 

Oft” to the learn'd Imade my ſuff'rings known, 
Oft? try'd their skill, but found redreſs from nond 
Not all the virtue of Betheſda's Pool, 

Without thy help, could ever make me whole: 
Then to what healing Altar ſhou'd I fly, 

But that whoſe proſtrate Vittims never die ? 

To Thee, Health-giver to the world, I kneel, 
Who moſt canſt piry what thy ſelf didſt feel : 
There's no ſound part in all my tortur'd Soul ; 
But, if thou wilt, Lord, thou canſt make me whole. | 
See how by Thieves I ſpoil'd and wounded am : 
Forget net then thy good Samaritan : 


F- 
_ 


My fainting Spirits with rich Wine revive, 
And for my Wounds ſome Balm of Gilead give : 
T| 


» (21 
Ire, When take me home, leſt if I here remain, 
eir Cyf4y Foes return, and make thy ſuccour vain: 
ts of 
thin Aug. de Verb. Dom. Serm. 5. cap. 55: 


The whole World, frem Eaſt to Weſt, lies wery ſick ;; 

but to cure this very ſick World, there deſcends an 

veins Ommipotent Phyſician, who humbled himſelf even to 
the Aſſumption of a mortal body, as if he had gone 


Go | zntothebed "1 diſeaſed. 
y of: 


Look Hom mm adverinty andl 2 ; 


_ "Ol - 
-— . "ON ww 
Sery, (and forge me all mv fn 
: \ - \ 
Pal. 235. 19 _— 
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IV. 


rk upon my adverſity and miſery, and for- 


give me all my tn. Pal. 25. 17. 


An all my Suff rings no compaſſion move, 
And wow'dft thou yer perſwade me thou doſt 
love ? 


ove does, by ſympathetick pow'r, impart 

he Lovers Paſſions to each others hearr. 

anſt thou behold my grief, and ſeek no way 
or my redreſs ? True Love brooks no delay. 
e what a ſervile Yoak my neck ſuſtains, 

hoſe ſhame is more afflicting than its pains! 

th any task my Soul wou'd be content, 
ut one whoſe Scandal is a Puniſhment. 

ad my affliftions any parallel, 
aught by Example, Iſhou'd bear themwell : 


And 


(24) 
And *twou'd, amidſt my woes, bring ſome relief 
To have more ſhoulders to ſupport the grief : 
Eor braveſt Heroes oft? have felt the weight 
Of their injurious Step-dame Fortunes hate. 
Thus our fam'd Martyr, in his Murd'rers ftead, 
Bew'd to a Rebel Ax His Sacred Head ; 
1/hile His great Sons, Princes of high Renows, 
The Beſt, next Him, that e're adorn'd the Crown, 
In an obſcure, ignoble Baniſhment, 

Did Their own Fate, and Rebels Guilt prevent. 
Sad inſtances of Man's uncertain ſtate / 

Yet *tisno Crime to be unfortunate : 

Bur my baſe Slav'ty is alone my blame, 

And leſs to be bewail'd with tears, than ſhame ; 

And toa heavier ſum my woes amount, 

Since I muſt placethemto my own account, 

Like captiv'd Sampſon 1 am driv'n abour, 

The drudge and ſcorn of an inſulting Rout. 

Around I draw the heavy reſtle(s Wheel, 

And find my endleſs tack beginning tl : 

Within this Circle by ftrange Magick bound, 

Þmm flillin motion, ys I gain no ground. 


(25) 


O! that ſome uſual Labor were injoyr'd, 
ind not the Tyrant Vice enſlave my mind ! 
oweight of Chains cou'd grieve my captivehands 
ike the loath*'d Drudg'ry of its baſe Commands ; 
\nd this a double mis'ry does contract, 
vn I condemn the hatedIlls I a. 
Yet of my Chains I'm not ſo weary grown, 
But that I ſtill am putting others on. 
or Sin has always this attending curſe, 
T'o back the firſt Tranſgreſſion with a worſe : 
\nd tho Ifaw the threatning Plague from far, 
lot all the danger cou'd my w1ll deter: 
bus Vice and Virtue do my Soul divide, 
ike a Ship haraſt between Wind and T;de. 
Pleaſure, the Bawd to Vice, here draws me in, 
| bere, Greef, its Follow'r, pulls me back agen ; 
et Pleaſure comes Victorious from the Field, 
nd makes my Soul to Viceits homage yield : 
ho Grief does ſtill with Vice in triumph ride, 
lac'd, like the Slave by the great Conar'ror's fide. 


Thus 


(26) 
Thus Vice and Virtue have alternate ſway, 
While 1, with endleſs labor, Both obey : 
And to increaſe my pains, asif too ſmall, 
Thy heavy hand comesin the rear of all, 
And, with deep-piercing ſtroaks, corrects that ſin, 
Which init ſelf had more than puniſh'd been. | 


Oh ! caſt an eye of pity on my grief, 
And uſe ſome gentler methods of relief ! 


__ 


_— 
A» © 


PORE”. * 


(27) 


Aug. in Pal. 36. 


| ſuppoſe the World is called a Mall, 
becauſe it is turnd about oz the 

! Wheels of 7ime, and grinds and 

cruſhes thofe who moſt admire it. 
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RememberZ Beseec thee, hat thou hast 
made me as the (</av, and wilt thou 
(Grang me mtr aus agnme 4ob. 1. 9. 
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V. 


member, T beſeech thee, that thou haſt made 
me as the clay, and wilt thou bring me into 


duſt again 2 Job. 10.9. 
As Providence regard to things below ? 
Or does it ſlight what'ris not pleas'd to know? 
jat the great Author of this brittle Frame 
gets from what Original it came ? 


Ages, to Thee aye but as yeſterday, 
dcanſt thou, Lord, forgetithy humble Clay ? 
rm'd with a touch, and quickned with a breath, 
one ſhort moment made, and doom'd to death, 
thou ha#t this forgot, receive from me 
be ſad relation of the Hiſtory. 
this great Fabrick of the World was rear d, 

# its Orig 'nal Nothing diſappear'd, 

en, tow'rds the cloſe of the Sixth buſie day, 


vou with glance didft the whole Work ſurvey, 
find 


(39) 

Hnd pleas'd with that fair produtt of thy Pow'r, 
FWou'dſt copy't ore again in Miniature, 
And from a Lump of deſpicable Earth, 
Gav'ſt Man (the leſs, but Nobler World) his Bi 
The Nobler, ſince in his [mall Frame we view 
At once the World and its Creator too. 

But things of fineſt texture firſt decay, 
Lind Heav'ns great Maſter-piece is brittleClay ; 
Ruin'd by that which does its worth advance, 
And daſh'd topieces by the leaſt miſchance. 

Thy frail, this tranſitory thing am I, 
Who only live, to learn the way to die : 
So ſoon ſhall Fate to its firſ® Matten turn 
The curious Strutture of this living Urn. 
Thus China-Veſlels, wrought with Art and Pain, 
Are, without either, ſoon reduc'd again. 
Such is th uncertainty of human ſtate, 
Such the deſtrufive haſte of neceſſary Fate ! 

Why then, my God, does ſwift-pac'd time bet 
What of it ſelf's ſo ſubject to decay ? 
All to the Grave, their Centre, freely bend, 
.lnd :hither, preſt with their own weight deſce 


nc 


(3x) 


te needs not any haſty yrlence uſe, 


force a motion, which unurg'd they chooſe. 
Did Ithe Stars more temper'd matter ſhare, 


's BY! chey firſt fell, I no decay ſhou'd fear : 


cou'd I like tt'unbody*d Angels be,; 

e them, I'd triumph o're Mortality. 

'Þ 7, like Inſes, ſure derive my Birth 

m ſome plebeian, putrifying Earth. 

y did not Heay'n a brazen temper grant, 
FShew me from a Rock of Adamant ? 


But how dare I with Heav*n expoſtulate; 
blame the frailty of my mortal ſtate ? 
ainmy wiſe Creator I upbraid, 

> he applauds the work,-------- 
{I was only for his pleaſure made. 


Rupert. in Jerem. lib. x. cap. 4- 
es the unhappy Clay blaſpheme the fingers of its 


Potter? How ſo ! becauſe the Potter contratting his 
ngers, and ſtriking the Veſſel with his whole hand, 
is violently daſh'd to pieces: 


D VI. / have 


T have Sine? what Shall 7 do unto 
Hee 0 thou mreServer of mon ,n Au 
hastthou Sortme a5 aPiark agamst Hee) 
Tob. » 2 "20 
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VI 


E have frned, what ſhall 7 do unto thee, O thou 
Preſerver ef Men 2 Why haſt thou ſet me as 
a Mark againſt thee ? Job 7.20. 


Is juſt, nor will I longer hide my ſhame, 
But own my ſelf egregiouſly to blame : 
ly ſins to ſuch a mighty ſum amount, 
at hope of Pardon wou'd increaſe thaccount ; 
d the black Cat'logue of their unwip'd ſcore 
alls for more PlaguesthanVengeance hasin ſtore. 


I own it, Lord, nor juſt reproaches fear, 
he eaſi'ſt puniſhmentI ought to bear ; 
ere, at thy feer, I humbly proſtrate bow, 
nd beg my Sentence from thy mouth to know. 
all my own hands diſſect my hated Womb ? 
all i retire alive into my Tomb ? 
D2 Shall 


(34) 
Shall I with Gifts thy loaden Altar crown, 
Or facrifice the Beaſt, wy ſelf, thereon ? 
(Tho ſure my blood wou'd that bleſt place prophane, 
And give what it ſhou'd cleanſe a fouler ſtain.) 
All this, and more, if pvſlible to do, 
Wou'd fall far ſhort to pay the DebtIowe. 
But thou art not ſevere, nor hard to pleaſe, 
A God whom Slaughter only can appeaſe : 
Thy Sword has often ſpar'd thy conquer'd Foe 
Leſs pleas'd to Conquer, than to Pardon fo ; 
No tyrant Paſſion rages in thy Breaſt, 
But the meek Dove builds there her peaceful Nel 
And when thou wou'dſt thy height of anger ſhe 
A ſudden Calm unbends thy threatning. brow ;þ 


And thou doſt kindly raiſethe proſtrate Foe, 
With the ſame hand that ſhou'd have ſtruck 


blovy. 


Wow'dft thou permit=-But oh ! what Eloquenf 
Can with ſucceſs appear in my defence! | 
Yet let me, Lord, plead for my ſelf, and Thee. 
Lelt ev'n thy Cauſe, as mine, may faulty be: 

Lot 


G35) 
rd, I confeſs I've nnd, but not alone ; 
ile thou impute a common Guilt to One ? 
ane, hy bare-fac'd Rebels proſper in their ſin, 

$ if tl Extreme of Vice were meritting ; 

y brandiſht Thunder thou haſt oft” laid down, 
>. d ſtretch'd a peaceful Olive in its room. 
aſe, tevry ſlip, each inadvertency, 
: magnify'd t inſuff rable in me : 
dFoomthe Mark of ev'ry wounding ſtroke, 

if I only did thy wrath provoke. 

bis Tconfeſs, That moſt of a!l I do : 
ul NelY Zear my Pray'r, with my Confeſlion too ? 
er ſhe cept the good EtfeCts of an ill Cauſe, 
d pardon ſin that gains thee moſt applauſe. 
orgive me Conqu'ror, ſince thou muſt confe(s 
ad I noterr'd, thy Glory had been lels. 


Greg. in-7 cap. Job, lib. 8. cap. 23. 


pen God ſets Man as a mark againſt him, when 
Man by ſinning has for/aken Ged : Kut our juſt 
Creator ſet him as a mark againſt him, becauſe he 
thought bim has enemy by his bang htmefs 


D 3 VII. Where 


(34) 

Shaſl Iwith Gifts thy Ioaden Altar crown, 

Or facrifice the Beaſt, wy ſelf, thereon ? 

(Tho ſure my blood wou'd that bleſt place prophane, 

And give what it ſhou'd cleanſe a fouler ſtain.) 

All this, and more, if poſſible to do, 

Wou'd fall far ſhort to pay the DebtIowe. 

But thou art not ſevere, nor hard to pleaſe, 

A God whom Slaughter only can appeaſe : 

Thy Sword has often ſpar'd thy conquer'd Foe, 

Leſs pleas'd to Conguer, than to Pardon fo ; 

No tyrant Paſſion rages in thy Brealt, 

But the meek Dove builds there her peaceful Neſt 

And when thou wowdſt thy height of anger ſhe 

A ſudden Calm unbends thy threatning brow ; 

And thou doſt kindly raiſe the proſtrate Foe, 

With the fame hand that ſhou'd have firuck thi$: 
blovw. 


| 
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| 


Wou'dſt thou permit=-But oh ! what Eloquenc 
Can with ſucceſs appear in my defence ! 
Yer let me, Lord, plead for my ſelf,and Thee. 
Lelt ev'n thy Cauſe, as mine, may faulty be 


Lon 


G35) 

ord, I confeſs I've finn'd, but not alcne ; 

ilt thou impute a common Guilt to One ? 

hy bare-fac'd Rebels proſper in their fin, 

$ if tl Extreme of Vice were meritting ; 

hy brandiſht Thunder thou haſt oft” laid down, 
Ind ſtretch'd a peaceful Olive in its room. 
But ev'ry ſlip, each inadvertency, 

magnify'd t inſuff rable in me : 

am the Mark of ev'ry wounding ſtroke, 

's if 1 only did thy wrath provoke. 

bis Tconfeſs, That moſt of all I do : 
) hear my Pray*r, with my Confeſlion too ? 

{ccept the good Etfects of an ill Cauſe, 

ind pardon ſin that gains thee moſt applauſe, 
Forgive me Conqu'ror, ſince thou muſt confels 


Greg. in 7 cap, Job, lib. 8. cap. 23. 


en God ſets Man as a mark againſt him, when 
Man by ſinning has for/aken Ged : Kut our juſt 
Creator ſet him as a mark againſt him, becauſe he 
thought bim hu enemy by his hang ku meſs 


D 3 VII. Where 


- po 
WMAcrofor: hr toil thou (thy face, 
and hollfl mo gore thine enmn. 

| ( 
Lb. 13.24. 


VIL 


herefore hideſt thou thy face, and holdeſt me 
for thine enemy 2 Job 13. 24+ 


S't my great Error, or thy ſmall ReſpeF, 

That I am treated with this cold zeglet ? 
thought thy frowns were but d:ſembled heat, 
Ind all thy threatning looks an amorons cheat. 
&s tender Mothers draw the breaſt away, 
ourge their pretty Innocents to play ; 
FOr as the Nurſe ſeems to deny a Kiſs, 

To make the fonder ſuppliant feal the Bliſs : 
$501 believ'd thou didlſt avoid my ſight, 
Only to heighten my keenappetite. 
K But now, (alas!) 'tis earneſt all, I find, 
And not pretended Anger, but deſign'd: 
My kind Embrace you coyly entertain, 
As if we neyer ſhou'd be Friends again : - 

D 4, 


(38) 
And with ſuch eager haſte my preſence ſhun, 
As men from Monſters or Infetiox run ; 
As if my looks wou'd turn you into ſtone : 
But fear not that, the work*s already done; 
So cold you are, ſo ſenſeleſs of my ſmart, 
Some Magick ſure has petrify'd your heart. 
Olet me know what Crime I muſt deplore, 
That lets me ſee your dear-lv/'d Faceno more! 
Why muſt 1, Love, that Face no longer ſee, 
That ne're, ti nozy, once look'd awry on me? 
Sure you believe there's poyſon in my breath, 
Or that my eyes dart unavoided Death. 
Prevent the danger with thy conqu'ring eye, 
Unſheath its Rays, and let th Offender die ; 
Or elſe dicharge a frown, and [trike me dead, 
For more than Death I your Diſpleaſure dread. 
Youreyes are all 1 wifh, let them: be mine, 
The Sn, unmiſt by me, may ceaſe to ſhine : 
But if depriv'd of them, not his faint Tight, 
Nor all its Ohje#s, can reprize my fight. 
Thenthink, my Love, with pity and remorſe, 


How 1 am tortur'd by this ſad Divorce : 
Think 


an, 


ee? 


e? 


(39) 
Think on the pains of unregarded Love, 
\nd blame their cauſe, if bem you diſapprove. 


Amb. Apolog. pro David. 


any of our Servants offend us, we are wont not t6 

look upon them : If this be thought a puniſhment a- 
| mong Men, how much more with God ? for you 
| ſee that God turned away his face from the Offering 
| of Cain, 
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VIII. 


) that my Head were Waters, and mine Eyes 
a fountain of Tears, that I might weep day 
| and night! Jer. 9. 1. 


! that my head were one vaſt ſource oftears, 


H 
$ With bubling freams as num'rous asmy hairs! 
That grief with inexhauſtible ſupplies 
You'd fill the Ciſterns of my flowing eyes ! 
Till the fierce torrents which thoſe ſprings impart 


| low down my br eaſt, and ſtagnate round my heart. 


Not all the tears the Royal P/almiſt ſhed, 
th which his Couch was waſsd, himſelf was fed; 
or thoſe which once the weeping Mary powr'd, 
10 waſh the feer of her forgiving Lord ; 
Nor thoſe which drown'd the great Aprſte's breaſt, 
hoſe boaſted Zeal ſhrunkat tlyatfrighting Tef 3 
| Ne 


s (42) 
Nor theſe, nor more than theſe, can e're [uffice 
To cleanſe the ſtains of my Impieties. 

Give me the undiſcover'd ſource of Nle, 


That with ſev'n Streams o'reflows th'sZgyprian $ 


Or let Noe's wondrous Deluge be renew'd, 
Till I am drown'd inthe impetuons Flood, 


O that theſe Fountains wou'd their courſe begin, 
"And flow as faſt as I made baſte to ſiu ! 
The weeping Limbecks never ſhou'd give o're, 
Till the laſt drop had empty'd all their ſtore. 
How do I grudge the Clouds their envy d Rain ! 
How wiſh the boundleſs Treaſures of the Main ! 
Then ſhou'd my Tears, like that, juſt motion keep, 
And Iſhou d takea ſtrange delight to weep : 
Nor the ſwift current of my grief forbid, 
Till in the waves this little World were h;d : 
Hid, as the neighb'ring Valleys are o reſpread, 
When the warm Sun melts Pindus ſnowy head, 
The bleſt Aſſyrian found i Jordans Seas 
A happy Med'cine for his foul Diſcale ; 


Al 


( 43) 


ut what kind Torrent will my Cure begin, 
nd cleanſe my filthier Leproſie of Sin ? 


See ! from my Saviour's ſide a ſtream of Blood! 
| bathmy ſelf in that Redeeming Flood. 
bat healing Torrent 2was on purpoſe ſpilt, 
o waſh my ſtains, and expiate all my guilt, 
[hat ever-flowing Ocean will ſuffice 
For the defefF of my exhauſted Eyes, 


Hieron, in Jerem. cap. 9. 


I were all diſſolu'd to Tears, and thoſe not on!; 
ſome few drops, but an Ocean or a Deluge, 7 


8 ſhould never weep enough. 


the Prins of Hell came about 
me., Hhe Snares of Death over took 


FA 
me. Pal: 18 4 
ny P44 
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he pains of Hell came about me, the ſnares 
of Death overtook me. Pſal. 18. 4. 


Hile in this ſad diſtreſs my (elf I view, 
MethinksI make A#-zon's ſtory true: 
png I the pleaſures of the Wood purſird, 
ill, like its Beaſts, my ſelf grew wild and rude 
I hop'd with Hunting todivert my care, 
But ran at laſt into the ſecret Snare. 


Yet to thoſe Woods (alas!) I did not go, 
Whoſe inn'cent Sports give health and pleaſure too. 
ſpread no Toils to take the tim'rous Deer, 
Nor aim'd my Javlin at the rugged Bear. 
Happy, had 1 my time ſo well imploy'd, 
Nor had I been by my own Game deſtroy'd : 
I hadnot then miC.ſpent nry youthful days, 


Nor torn my fleſh among ſharp thorny ways. 
Put 


(46) 
But I (alas!) ſtill ply'd the ſparkling ne, 

That poysnous Juice of the pernicious Vine ; 

And this expos'd me to Loves fatal Darr, 

The falſe betray'r of my unguarded heart : 

Lowe, not contented with his Bowe alone, 

Has more deſtruCtive Inſtruments than Oye : 

Nor Wine alone on its own ſtrength depends, 

But uſes Arts tintoxicate its Friend. 

Thus Sampſon, by his Dalila betray'd, 

Was Hers, and then ha En mies Captive made : 

Thus, whentco freely Noe had us'd the Vine, 

He who eſcap'd the Flood, lay drown'd in Wine. 


ff Thus Lowe, by me purſu'd (alas!) too faſt, 
kl. ſi Seiz'd my loſt Soul, and prey'd on me at laſt ; 
\Y Within whoſe cloſe incircling Toils beſer, 

I ſeem'da Beaſt juſt fall'ninto the Net : 
Deſtroy'd by what my inclination ſought, 

As Birds by their frequented Lime-twigs Caught; 
For Death around its ſubtle Nets does ſpread, 
Fine as thetexture of the Spiders Web 3 


(47) 
Ind as purdieu that watchful Lurcher lies, 
is buzzing prey the better to ſurprize ; 

" ur, caught by motion pphtn the booty'snigh; | 
zaps out, and ſeizes the entangled Fly: 

Or as a Fowler, with his hidden Snare, 
ontrives tentrap the Racers of the Air, 
hile to. conceal and further the deceit, 
"2 eſtrows the ground with his deſtruQtive meat ; 
\ndfaſtens Birds of the ſame kind, to- ſing 
\bout the Net, and call their fellows in : 
©: Death the Wretch into his Snare decoys, 
ind with pretended happineſs deſtroys; 
ne. Sihile/in-purſuir of a diſſembled Blibs, -- 
Ve headlong fall into Hells low Abyſs. 
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$3ZxAmb. lib. 4z. in cap. 4 Luce. 

The reward of Honours; the height of Power, the deli- 
cacy of:Diet, and the beauty of an Harlot, are the 
ſnares of the Devil. 


Idem, de bono mortis. 
pht; WYbilf thou ſeekeſt Pleaſures, thou runneſt into Snares; 
J, for the exe of the Harlot is the ſnare of the Adllie- 
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ter not into Judgment with thy ſervant, 0 
Lord. Pal. 143. 2. 


He Maſter's gains to a ſmall ſum amount, 


That calls his Servant to a ftrit account ; 
I tho the Servant hasnot wrong'd his truſt, 


re's the applauſe of being only Fuſt ? 
y the Maſter does a Suit begin, 
in a Vit'ry he muſt bluſh co winz 
thothe Serwant's Innocence is great, 
blemiſh'd. with ſu/picion of a Cheat. 
FFve me, Lord, to be ſevere with me, 
B viong thee more than my offending thee. 
ſo much coo mean for thy regard, 
leſſen thee to mind how I have err'd. 
t: muſt thy Regiſtries the pleadings ſhew, 
In with the hiſt'ry of my overtbrow ? 
an Lhope my Cauſe ſhou'd Thine out-do, 
re thou ſitt'ſt Fudge, or artthe Plaintiff ke c 
2 


hat 


(50) 


What Eloquence can plead with fuch ficcefs, 
To free the wretch that does his debt confeſs ? 
Alas! what Advocate beſt read in Laws, 
Can weaken Thine, OT re-inforce my Cauſe? 
Fhon doſt too ſtrictly my Acconnrs ſurvey, 
While for abatement ſtill in vain I pray. 

The diſtant Poles thy-boundleſs Mercy know, 
To Pardon, eaſie.; and to Puniſh, ſlow: 
Eu'n-when our Crimes pull thy juſt Vengeance 
Tis rather grief, than anger, makes thee frown: 
And when thou doſt our Puniſhment decree, 


Thou feſt ous ſtripes withmore concern, ths 
And doſt chaftifſe us at ſo milg a.rate, , - ,. ;; 
That what we bear,, we wou'd not deprecate. | 


= 


But tho this CharaFer is All-thy dhe, 

Let me thy lighteſt Cenſure undergo z! 

For tho thy Mevcj doesno limits: know; 

]hy Juſticemuſt have{atiifattion too. 

Theſe Attributes im equallballance lie,. 

And neither muſt the-others Right deny« 

No melting Paſſion can” affett thy breaſt, 
Nox ſoft intreaties charm thy hand to reſt: 


(52) 
t baffled Eloquence dares here engage, © 6* 
t wants it ſelf ſome happy Patronage. 
9 Fee, no Bribe, no trick in all the Laws, 
xn ere prevail to carry ſuch a Cauſe. 
j is vain with Thee, Lord, to commence a Suit, 
oe awful preſence ſtrikes all Pleadeys mute. 
DW, Boother Fudg fo terribble can be, 
| d make me fear his fſhrifeft ſcruting; 
ce t Thy Tribunal, Lord, with dread Iview, 
rown:;Fbere thou art Plaintiff, Fuds, and Witneſs too: 
ere, When my Sentence from thy mouth is come, 
d Plea can urge thee to reverſe the Doom. 
ow this dread place augments the guilty's fear, 
here ſo much awe and gravity appear ! 
'n He whoſe reagning did this truth allert, 
d ſhot a trenibling into Felix heart ; 
IO bis own Fudgment did his Soul acquit, 
WEre thought of 7þine without an Ague-fic. ri 
d Wildom”s famous Oracle denies 5 
e pureſt Soul unblemiſl'd inthy eyes ; 
boſe pious Father (after thine own heart) 
Clares T, by Wrath the beſt of man's deſert. 
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(52) 
And Fob aſſures us, that the Srars, whoſe Light 
Chears with kind infPence our admiring ſight, 
Tho glorious all in our dim eyes they ſhine, 
Are only vaſt Opacows Orbs in thine.” 
How then can weaker Peſts ſupport that weigh 
Which ſhook theſe Pillars with ſuch ſtrange afirig 
Or how can th'humble Hyſop keep its wall, 
When Libanus's talleſt Cedars fall? 


When 1 behold my largeunblotted ſcore, 
And think what Plagues thy Vengeance has in fi 
An icy horror chills my freezing blood, 

And itops the active motion of its flood, 


As ſome pale Captizve, when condemn'd to deat 
Loath toreſign, ev'n his la#t puff of breath, 
Beholds, with an intent and fteddy eye, 

The dreadful Inſtrument of Fate rais'd high : 

Yet ſtill umwilling from this World to go, 

Shuns with a ſtart the diſappointed blow: 

So, when I ſee thy Book, in which are writ 

All theblack Crimes Iraſhly did commit, 


Amaz'd, I fly thy Bar ; —— 
Bfcr bow can /imners that ſtrict place abide,” 
Where ev'n the Fu ſhall be arraign'd and try'd} 


Bernatd. Serm. 6. ſuper, Beati qui, &c. 


m_ can be thought ſo fearful, what ſo full of trouble 
as to ftand to be judged at ſuch a Tri 
_ Land to expec} an unceriam Sentence from (uch 
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Pal. 


X L. 
ft not the water-flood drown me, neither let 
'the deep ſwallow me up. Pal. 69. 16. 


Nconſtant motion of the reſtleſs Sea, 
: Whoſe rreach'rous waves the Sailors hopes betray: 
calm ſometimes, ſo ſhining they appear, 
d poliſh*deChryſtal is more ſmooth or clear: 
metimes they ſeem ſtill as a ſtanding Lake, 
oſe bounded waters can no motion take. 
etimes the waves, rais'd by a gentle breeze, 


[[theur green heads,the wondring ſight to pleaſe; 
n, in ſoft meaſures, round the Barges dance, 

| to the Muſick of their Shrouds advance. 

ile thou, kind Sea, their burthen doſt ſuſtain, 

} While their beaks plough furrows on the Main. 
on thy-yielding back each Vellel rides, 

its rude Oars laſhto a foam thy ſides. 


(56 
The groaning Earth ſcarce weightier burthens fee 
From heavy loaden Carts with ir'n-bound whee 
And that none may ſuſpeCt thou wile betray, 
Thy chryſtal waves their rocky breaſts diſplay, 
As if no treach'ry cou'd be harbour'd there, 
Where ſuch great ſhews of boneſty appear. 
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But whenthe Anchor's weigh'd, the Sailcatrip, 
And a kind gale bears on the floating Ship, 
Soon as the Land can be perceiv'd no more, 
And all relief is diitant as the ſhoar, ] 
Then the rough Winds their boiſt*rous guſts diſcharg 1 
And all at once allault the helpleſs Barge. d 
Juſt as the furious Lybian Lions rave, \ 
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When eager to devour a ſentenc'd Slave; 
Or asa crew of iturdy Thieves prepare 


To ſize and plunder ſome lone Traveller ; N 
Then the inſulting Billows proudly riſe, Iſt 
And menace, with their lofty heads, the Skies: BTo 
Then the pale Flood, frightn'd at this Allarm, BTor 
Trembles with dread of the approaching Storm 
And whenthe jarring Winds have toſt the Sea, 
Whoſe Ev'ral Contelts bear a ditf'rent ſway, 
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(57) 
The parted Ocean ſuffers a Divorce, 
Driv'n as the Storms the routed Billows force 
Then a vaſt Gulph of ruin's opn'd wide, 
1 & And the Ship's fwallow'd in the rapid Tide : 
Or if bornon a Tenth impothum'd Wave, 
The bresking bubble proves itswatry Grave: 
Þ Thus the falſe Oceantreact'rouſly beguiles, 
Tip: And thus in frown; end its deceirful ſmiles. 


, But I fuſpeted not the wheedling Main; 
Nordid of its inconſtancy complain ; 

char I ne're the fury of the Winds did blame, 

Nor on the Tempeſts boiſterous rage exclaim 

Nor curſt the hardy wretch that led the way, 

And taught the world to periſh in the Sea. 

My Veſſel ne're lanch'd from my native ſhoar, 

Nor did the Navigator's Art explore. 

I ſtudy'd not the Chard, nor gave my mind 

cies: To learn to tack and catch the veering Wind. 

arm, $Too ſoon theſe Artiſts of their kill repent, 

StornfjAnd periſh by the Arts they did invent. 

Sea, My Life's the See, whoſe treach'ry I declare; 

ay, ÞY {elf the Veſſel tols'd and ſhipwreck'd there : 


[ 4 All the loud Storms of the inſulting ind, 
 Arereſtleſs Paſionsof my troubled Mind. 


Thus haraſt in this fluCtuating ſtate, : -* 
I paſs thro ſtrange Viciſſtudes ofFate. "IN 


Deceitful Life ! whoſe falſe ſerenity 
Chang'd ina moment, ends in miſery ! 
Thou want'ſt.no ſweet alle&ives to betray, 
Burt ſhew'ſt a charming Beauty ev'ry day: 
While Lowe and Luſ# wreck our loſt mind within, 
No dang rous Sands, no Rocks without are ſeen ; 
Bur when a Tide of Vice breaks fiercely in, 

And beatsthe Soul on fatal Shelves of Sin ; 
Then it perceives in whata vaſt Aby/s 
(Sunk by the weight of its own Crimes) it lies, 


Oh! that, at leaſt ke wretched drowning men 
Theſe /inking $ 1s wou'd riſe and float agen ! 
Thar, while their groſſer parts do downward move 
Their pure Devotion wou'd remain above: 

But, juſt as men to whom tlYEarths gaping Wol 
Becomes at once their MurtÞrer and their Tomb ; 
Or as the wretch beneath ſomefalling Rock, 
At once 15 kill'd and bwry'd with the ſhock : 


(59) 
eo fare the men by ſins ſwift current born; 
Thoughtleſs of Heav'n, bY Heav'nttare left forloxrs 


See, Lord, how I with 7nd and Tide Enga ge, 
While on each hand a threatning War they wage! 
See how my head is bow*d unto the Grave, 

While Iam forc'd to court the drowning Wave? 
Seeſt thou my Soul loſt in a double Death, 

And wilt thou not reprieve my flitting breath? 
Behold, O Lord behold, and pity me, 

And leave m&not to perifh i in the Sea : 

Be thou my Pylor,”: and miy;Motion guide, 

S Then Iſhall ſwim, in ſpight of Wind and Tide. 


Amber. Apolog. poſt pro David. cape. 
The nchiel, of our Luſts raiſe a _— Fer 


which ſo tolies them that fail 
the _ that the mind comers | 


XIL. 0h ? 


Oh! that thou woulthehide me m the | 

Grave'that thou woultit keep me Se: 

mien Hy wrath ras HIob. 14. t3- 
; Pho. 


XII, 


1 that thou would'ſt hide me in the Grave! 
that thou would'ſt keep me ſecret, until thy 
wrath be paſt! Job 14. 13- 


FHo, who will grant me a ſecure retreat, 


Where I may ſhun thy furies ſcorching 
heat ? 


boſe piercing flames whenere 1 call to mind, 
arl can no ſafe concealment find : 

n [deſire the covert of the 7d, 

ere only Beaſts range for their ſavage Food z 
n in Exrth's Womb wou'd hide my fearful. : 
bead, 


in ſome Rock make my unminded bed ; 


Then 


(62) 
Then, ev'n by Death,1 wiſh my ſelf to fave, 
And court the dark receſſes of the Grave ; 
Or far remote from the fair Orbs of Light, 
Wou'd1 in thick Darkneſs dwell, and endleſs Nigh 


When the loud Thunder rouls along the Sky, 
Men to the Lawrels ſhelter trembling fly : 
In vain (alas! ) they hope Prote&ion thence, 
The helpleſs Tree proves not its own Defente ; 
Much leſs can that a. place of Refuge be 
Froman all-ſeeing angry Deity. - 
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Thy eyes the cloſeſt Solitudes invade, | 
And pierce and pry into the darkeſt ſhade. 
The wretch who took his Ruin from a Tree, 
In vain with Leaves wou'd hide his ſhame f 
Thee : | RTE 
For whileto ſhun thy preſence he aſlay's, 
Evn his abſconding his offence betray, 
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(63) 


In vain (alas!) toCaves and Dens we run, 

We carry with us what we ſtrive to ſhun. 

; Night The Den that did the Hebrew Captive fave, 
When He was freed, prov'd his Accuſers Grave ; c | 

e Sky, Nor was Lots Inceſt hidden in his Cave. | 
As much in vainwe court the Earths dark Womb, 
Andfly for ſhelter to the ſilent Tomb : 

te 3; Bengeance, evn thither, will our flight purſue, 
And riteto puniſh the black ils we do. 

{Thus vainly Cain ſtopt righteous Abel's breath, 

The mouth of Blood was opned by his Death. 

FThus vainly onas in the Sea conceal'd 

Jilis faithleſs flight, evn by the Sea reveaP'd : 


e. 
wee, (ES living Tomb obey'd Heav'ns great command, 
ime {$4d caſt him back to the forſaken Land. 
\ brittle Faith 18 all the glaſſy Sea can boaſt, 
q hoſe pervious Waves betray what they ſhou'd co- 


ver moſt, 
(or can we hope concealment in a Tomb, 
ſhatcaſts onr bones from its o're-burthen'd Womb. 
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(64) 
In Rocks and Caves we muſt no truſt repoſe, 
For their own ſound the ſecret will diſcloſe. 

And Leaves, and Trees themſelves, alike will fad 
And thenexpoſe what they were meant to ſhade. 
Nor Sea, nor Land, nor Cave, nor Den, nor Weod, 
Nor Stars, nor Heav'n it ſelf, can do me good : 
Thou, Lord, alone canſt hide my fearful head, 
Where I no Veng'ance, not ev'n Thine, can dread. 


(65) 


2 
"Y 


1 fad Amb. in Jerem. cap. 9; 


le. Whither, O Adam! have thy tranſ- 
Woe orefſions led thee, that thou ſhunn' ſt 
1d: | thy God, whom before thou ſought ſt 2 
® } That Fear betrays thy Crime, that 
Flight thy Prevarication. 
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X III. 


Are not my days few 2 Ceaſe then, and let me 
alone, that I may bewail my ſelf a little. 
Job 10. 20. 


ME a few minutes added to my days 
=*- Be thoughta favour beyond thanks or praiſe? 


Ages, indeed, might well deſerve that name, 

And render my Ingratitude to blame. 

But, the increaſe of a few days to come, 

How little adds it to the ſlender ſum ? 

As well the Imfant, that buttreads the Stage, 
'B&faid to leave it in @ good 01d Age. 

As well poor Inſe&s may be faid to live, 

To whom their Bir:b-day does their Fun'ral give. 


P 


F 3 — So 


(68) 


So fading Flow'rs their baſty minutes count, 
Whoſe longeſt hours ſcarce to one day amount. 
Flow'rs, in the morning Boys, at noon-tide Men, 
At night, with age, feeble as Boys agen. 

Thus in one ſhort-liv'd day they blocm and die, 
And all the diff*rence of Mans ages try. 

Wou'd Times o're-haſty Wheels their motion ſtay, 
And the ſwift hours not poſt fo faſt away, 
The Inſe&s then might lengthen too their Song, 
And the Flow*rs boalt their day had been ſo long. 
But Time isever haſtning to be gone, ' 

And, like a Stream, the Year glides ſwiftly on. 


Succeſſive Months cloſely each other trace, 


And meet the Syzalong his annual race. 

While the ſivift hours are preſſing forward ſtill, 
And, once gone by, are irretrievable. 

* Thus envious Time loves on 2: [elf to prey, 
* And ſtill thro its own Entrails eats its way. 

£9 walting Lampsby their own flames expire, 
And kindleat themſelves their Fun'ral Fire. 


(69) 
us its on courſe the circling Year purſues, 
Till like the 2#/þeels on which *tis mov'd it grows. 


This Truth the Poets weightily expreſt, 
When they made Saturn on his Off-ſpring feaſt: 
Fer Time on Months and Years, its Children feeds, 
And kills with motion, what its motionbreeds. (ſame, 
Hours waſte their Days, the Days their Months Con» 
And the rapacious Months their Nears entomb. 
Thus Years, Months, Days, and Hours, ſtill keep 


their round, 


PE Til allin vaſt Eternity are drown'd. 


Then, Lord, allow my grief ſome little ſpace, 
| Tomourn the ſhortneſs of my haſty race : 
I wiſh not time for laughter ; if 1 did, 
My circumſtances and the place forbid. 
AllI deſire, is time for prief and zear:, 
Let that be all th'addition to my years : 
Which, tho but ſhort, have yet been full of ſin, 
More than my time was to repent it n. 
F 4 


(70) 


Yet if thon grant'ſt me ſome few minutes more, 
They'll make amends for my ſhort days before. 
Drop then, my eyes, you cannot flow too faſt; 
While you delay, what precious time is loſt ? 

"Tis done ! my tears have a prevailing force, 

And Heay'n's appeas'd, now ſtop their eager courk 


Hieron, 


) : 


CE? 


Ire, 
z-5 
faſt; 
? 


Hieron. ad Patilam, Epiſt. 21. 


ben man firſt ſinn'd, he chang d Eter- 
nity for Mortality, Ninety years, or 
courſe} thereabouts : But ſin increaſing by 
degrees, Mans life was contratled 
to a very ſhort ſpace. 
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Ok'that, ev were wie, Hat thev under: | 
Stood thts that (ther would convider- 
Herr latter en. Deut. 3+-29- 
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Nb! that they were wiſe, that thy underſtood 
this, that they would conſider their latter= 
exd, Deut. 32. 29. 


Hame on beſotted man, whoſe baffled mind 
FI to all dangers, but the preſerr, blind! 

hoſe thoughts are allimploy'd on miſchief near, 
ur ills rezncte, never fore-ſee, or fear. 
The Soldier is prepary'd before ttallarm, 
The Signal giv'n, *rwou'd be too late to arm: 
The Pylor's fore-ſight waits each diſtant blaſt, 
And loſes no advantage in his haſte, 
Thinduſtrious Hind manuresand ſows the Field, 
Which he expects a plenteous Crop ſhould yield : 
The Iab'ring Ant in Summer ſtores at home 
Proviſion againſt {ge and Winter Come. 


(74) © 


But, oh ! what means Mans ſtupid negligence, 
That of the future has no care or ſenſe ! 

Does he expect Eternity below, 

A life that ſhall no alteration know ? 

He's much abus'd ; inevitable Death, 

Tho it delays, will one day ſtop his breath : 
Vain are the hopes the firmeſt Leagues producy 


The Tyrant keeps no Faith, regards no Truce : 
He does not to the Peace he makes incline, 
To take advantage is his whole deſign : 


To him Alliance is an empty name, 
He does all Int reſts, but bis own, diſclaim. 
Fiercely the greedy ſpoiler ſtrikes at all, 


A prey for hisinſatiate Jaws too ſmall: 
He tears evn tender Infants from the breaſt, 
And wraps them in a Shrowd, ere for the Cradle 
Nor Sex nor Age the grim Deſtroyer ſpares, 
Unmov'd alike by Innocence AS Years. 

Like common Soldiers, chief Commanders die, 
Andlike Commanders, common Soldiers lie. 
No ſhining Duſt appears in Creſus Urn, 
Tho all he touch'd he ſeem'd to Gold to turn; 


ence, (75) 
or boaſts fair Rachel's face that Beauty here, 
r Which the Patriarch ſerv'd his twice-ſey*n(" 
year, 
nd never thought the pleaſing Purchaſe dear: &. 

vn Dives here from Laz'rus is not known, 

W now One's Purple, th Other's Rags are gone. 

ich has no Manſion but his narrow Cell, 

nal in colour, and alike in ſmell. 

by then ſhou'd man of ſuch vain Treaſure boaſt, 

0 difficultly gain'd, ſo eas1y loſt ? 

or, late or early, all refign their breath, 

d bend paleViHims to their Conqu'ror Death : 

ach Sex, each Age, Profeſſion, and Degree, 

| oves tow'rds this Centre of Humanity. 

idle dr : 
But did they not afarther Journey go, 

" JAnd thatzo diewere all they had to do ; 

ou'd but their Soul; diſſolve as faſt away, 

As their corruptiug Carcaſſes decay ; 

They'd covet Death to end their preſent cares, | 

And for prevention of their future fears : 


They'd 


(75) 
They'd to the Grave; asan Aſylumrun, 
And court the ſtroke which now they wiſh to ſþ 
But Death (alas!) ends not their miſeries, 
The SouPs immortal, tho the Body dies. 
Which, ſoon as from its Pris'n of Clay enlarg'd, 
At Heav'ns Tribunal's ſentenc'd or diſcharg'd. 
Before an awful Pow'r, juſt and ſevere, (pear; 
Round whoſe bright head conſuming flames a 
The ſhackPd Captive, dazP'd at his ſight, 
Dejected ſtands, and trembles with the fright ; 
While, with ſtrict ſcrutiny, the God ſurveys 
Its heart, and cloſe impieties diſplays. 
The wretch cenvifed, does its guilt confeſs, 


Nor hopes for mercy, for concealment lels ; 
While He, th" Accuſer, Fudge, and Witneſs too, 
Damns it to an Eternity of woe ; 

Where, ſince no hope of an Appeal appears, 
'Twou'd fain diſlolye and drown it ſelf in tears, 


What terrors then ſeize the forſaken Soul, 
That finds no Patron for a Cauſe ſo foul ! 


093.3 


jen it implores ſome Mountain to prevent, 
1 td ſhafſy a kind cruſh, its ſhame and puniſhment. 


0 wretched Soul, juſt Fudge, hard Sentence too! 
rg'd, What hardn'd wretch dares fin, that thinks on Tow? 
l. t here, (alas!) ends not the fatal grief, 

( pear;Þere is another Death, another Life. 
mes apy Life as boundleſs as Eternity ; 

Death whence ſhall no Reſurre&1on be. 
tit; What He//of Torments ſhall in This be found ? 
$ ith what a Heawn of Joys ſhall Thatabound ? 

bat, fill*d with Muſick of th*Angelick Choir, 

all the bleſt Souls with Extaſie inſpire ; 

bile 7hzs diſturb'd, at ev*ry hideous yell, 

, tall in the Damn'd raiſe a new dread of Hell: 
bat knows no ſharp exceſs of cold or beat, 
This the wretches always freeze or ſweat . 
ars, Wrre reign Eternal Reſt, and ſoft Repoſe ; 
we, painful toil no end or meaſure knows. 
ar, void of grief, does nought afflictiveſee ; 
bis, (till diſturb'd from trouble's never free, 


Ther 


(78) 

O happy Life! O vaſt unequall'd Bliſs! 
O Death accursd! O endleſs Miſerzes : 
Either to That or This wedaily bend ; 
All our endeavours have no other end. 
Be wiſe then, Man, nor let thy care be vain, 
To ſhun the Airy, ani the Bliſs obtain ; 4 
Give Heay'nthy Heart, if thou its Crown woud 

gain, 


4 


C79) 
Aug. Soliloq. cap. 3; 


at more lamentable and more dread: 
+ | ful can be thought of, than that ter- 
' Urible Sentence, Go? what more de- 
ouay lightful, than that pleaſing Inuita- 
tion, Come? They are two words, 
of which nothing can be heard more 
affrighting than the One, nothing 
more rejoycing than the Other. 
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My bfe 1s waxen old nth hearmeys, 
pry rears mth mournng.Lial 311 
Y . _ P$0. 


(3r) 


XV. 


þ life is waxen old with heavineſs, and my 
years with mourning. Plal. 31. 11. 


Hat lowring Star rul'd my unhappy Birth, 
And baniſt'd thence all days of «aſe and 
mirth ? 
ue expectation does delude my mind, 
25d with vain hope ſome ſmiling hour to find : 
t ſtill that ſmiling hour forbears to come, 
dſends a row of Mourners in its room. 
opdalternate courſes in each day, 
d that the foul to fairer wou'd give way : 
d as the Sun diſpels the Clouds of Night, 
tenhe to Heav'n reſtores his welcom Light; 
asthe Moons kind inflence brings again 
 refluous motion of the low-ebb'd Main : 
|, with infuccesful Augury, 
agdthipgs ſo 85 7 we bave them be: 
2 


But 


(82) 
But, oh-! my grief exceeds in length and [um 
The Widows Tribute at her Husbands Tomb 1 
She, when the Author of her Joy is gone. 
Is rwice-ſix months confin'd to mourn alone; 
Yet the laſt balf ſhe does not, as before, 
Hide her ſinooth Fore-head in a cloſe Bendore 
Burt all my years are in deep mourning ſpent, 
There's not a »vonth, not one ſhort day exempt. 
No rules give bounds or meaſure tomy woes, 
But their increaſe, like the feign'd Hydra's gro 
My life ſo much in ſighs and tearsis ſpent, 
It minds that leaſt, for which twas chiefly mean 


"Tis true, Storms often make the Ocean ſwell 
But the oft violent are ſhorteſt ſtill ; 


For when with eager fury they engage, 


They loſe themſelves in their exceſs of rage. 
And when their }/mter-blafts diſ:robe the Wood; 
Their Summer-airs make all the treſpaſs good: 
So that, while thus the inj'ry they repair, 

The 1:5 proves gainful to the ſufferer. 

But grief does all my hapleſs years implor, 


Neo *aw* 20 11EP ANNE 


(83) 
y Muſick is in ſighs and groans expreſt, 
um With my own hands extorted from my breaſt. 
* Wi ſad diverſim is my ſole delight, 
is my companion of the day and night. 
ne; ſow oft? have ſighs, while I my words confin'd, 
oke Priſon, and betray'd my troubl'd mind: 
dore,Wow oft” have I in tears conſum'd the day, 
it, nd in complaints paſsd the long night away ! 
fe you, my Friends, condemn'd my ſorrows fo, 
at oft” Ilabor'd to ſuppreſs them too : 
t looſe the reins to mirth, you always cry'd ; 
0 loſe the reins, (alas!) in vain Itry'd: 
or when with laughter la ſigh ſuppreſt, 
rais'da fatal conflict in my breaſt ; 
Ind if I wiſh for ſleep to cloſe my eyes, 
ill afreſh ſhow'r that envy'd bliſs denies; 
ienif1 ſtop its courſe, impetuous grown, 
Twill force its way, and bear the Sluces down, 
000S&2ch Brook, whoſe ſtream my tears have made tg 
0d; riſe; 
ach ſhady Groye, filld with my mourntul cries ; 
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(84) 


Each lonely Vale, andev'ry conſcious Hill, 
The kind repeaters of my ſorrows ſtill ; 

Theſe know, the troubles which I wiſh'd conct 
Wereby loud throbbingsof my heart revea['d; 
Till, mov'd with pity of my fad complaint, 
The Ecchoes too grew ſorrowfully quaint : 

My ſecret moans they vented o're again ; 

By turns we wept, anddid by turns complain. 


So, mov'd by Progne's lamentable Note, 
Sad Philomel unlocks her mournful throat, 
As if the ems lous Rivals were at ſtrife 
Whoſe tongue ſhou'd beſt expreſs the height of 21 
The widow'd Turtle ſo bewails her Mate, 
With grief unalterable, as bis Fate. 
Ando the Stars have my fad life deſign'd, 
' That notone minute ſhou'd be fair or kind. 


And that my ſorrows may not find relief, 
By wanting new occaſions for my grief, 
Tis their decree, That, as my Infant-breath 
Began with ſighs, ſo Tſhou'd ſigh to death. 


Chryſoſt. in Pal. x15: 
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hey 


p be ught we not worthily to lament, who 
'Þ are in @ ſtrange Countrey, and ba- 


niſh d to a Climate remote from our 
Native Soil ?2 
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DESIRES. 


OF THE 


Religious Soul, 


BOOK the Second. 


I, 


ly ſoul breaketh out for the very fervent deſire 
that it hath always unto thy Tudgments. 
Plal. 119. 20. 


Hile Heav'n and Earth ſolicite me to love, 
My doubtful choice is puzPd which taps 
prove: 
"Peay n cries, obey, while Earth proclaims, be free * 
Wn urges duty, Earth pleads /iberty: 


Call 


(88) 
Call'd hence by Heawv'n, by Earth I'm call'd aga 
Toſt, like a Veſſel on the reſtleſs Main : 

Theſe dift*rent Woers a doubtful Combat wage, 
And thus obſtru# the choice they wou'd engage, 
Ah: tis enough ; let my long-haraſt mind 

In the beſ# choice a quiet Haven find! 

Oh: my dear God, or let me never love, 

Or let me only Thy commands approve ! 

[Tis true, 'tis pleaſant to be free to chooſe, 

And when we ill, accept ; when net, refuſe. 
Freedom of choice endures reſtraint but ill, 
"Tis »ſ{urpation on th'unbounded will. 

So, from his Harneſs loos'd, the neighing Steed 
Haſts to the Paſtures where ke loves to feed ; 
So the glad Ox,from the Ploughs burthen freed, 
Runs lowing on to wanton inthe Mead : 

And when the Hinde their freedom wou'd reyou 
This ſcorns his Harneſs, That defies the Yoak. 
For freedom in our choice We Count a bliſs ; 
Eager to chooſe, tho oft? we chooſe amilz. 

So the young Prodigal, impatient grown 

To manage his entire Eſtate alone, 


(39 ) 
Aa P20 akes from his prudent Father's frugal care 

BHis Stock, by that improv'd and thriv'n there: 
age, 
age, 


But his 020 Steward made, with eager haſte 


e does the ſlow-gain'd Patrimony waſte, 
Till taru'd by riot, and with want oppreſt, 
He feeds with Swine, himſelf the greater Bealt. 
Thus in Deftru&#ton often we rejoyce, | 18 
Plas'd with our ruin, ſince it was our chorce. | 
How do we weary Heav'n with diff*rent Pray'rs! 
The medly ſure ridiculous appears. 
One begs a Wife, nor thinks a greater bliſs ; 


Another's earneſt to be rid of his : £ 
ed Bri prays for Children; That o're*ſtock'd, repines | 
? F At the too fruitful Iſſue of his Loins. {, 
cd, q 


This asks his Father's days may be prolong d ; 


That, if his Father I;ves, complains he's wrong'd : | [ 
-V0P7kis covers to be old; while That, oppreſt qv 
With Age, wow'd of his burthen be releaſt- I 
Scarce in Ten thouſand any Two agree ; | 4 
Nay, ſome diſlike what they juſt w3ſh'd to be. + | 


None knowsthis winute what he ſhou'd require, mW: 
MC> ev'n the next begetsa new deſire; | 


(99) 
So Women pine with yarions Longing-fits, 
When Breeding has deprav'd their appetites ; 
The humorſom impertinent Diſeaſe (pleat 


Makes that which plead them moſt, asmuch 4, 
4 


Oh! why, like them, grown reſtleſs with deſi 
Do my vain thoughts to boundleſs hopes aſpire: 
Be gone falſe hopes, vain wiſhes, anxious fears: 
Hence, you diſturbers of my peaceful years! 
Oh! my dear God, or let me zever love, 

Or let me only Thy commands approve ! 


For to obey the Precepts givw'n by Thee, 
* Exceeds the Worlds pretended liberty. 


(gr) 


Aug. Solik cap. 12. 


Allure, 0 Lord, my deſires with thy þ f 

ſweetneſs which thou haſt hid fron |: 
ire! 8 them that fear thee, that they may | 
ar! | deſire thee with eternal longings , |! 
| left the inward reliſh, being decei- | Þ 
ved, may miſtake bitter for ſweet, 
and ſweet for bitter. 
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IT, 


) that my ways were made ſo dire, that F 
might keep thy Statutes Pal. r19. 5. 


N what a maze of Error do 1 ſtray, (way? 
Where various paths confound my doubrfut 
This,to the right; That, to the lefr-hand lies: 
e, Vales deſcend ; there, ſwelling Mountains riſe. 
This has an eaſie, That a rugged way ; 
te treach'ry This conceals, That does betray. 
But whither theſe ſo dift 'rent courſes go, 
Their wandring paths forbid, till try'd, to know. 
andey's ſtreama ſtreighter motion ſteers, 
ſho with himſelf the wand'rer interferes. ' 
ot the fictitious Labyrinth of old 
Did in more dubious paths its gueſts infold ; 
we greater difficulties ſtay my feer, 
ind on each road I thwarting dangers meer, 
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Nor 


: (54) 

Nor I the diff*rent windings only fear, 

Cn which the Artiſt's kill did moſt appear) 
But, more to heighten and increaſe my dread, 
Darkneſs involves each gloomy ſtep 1 tread. 
No friendly tracks my wandring footſteps guid 
Nor previous feet th'untrodden ground have try 
And tho (leſt on ſome fatal Rock I ſtray ) 

With ont-ſtretch'd arms I grope my dusky way; 
Yet dare I not, ev'n with their help, proceed, 
But night and horrot ſtopmy trembling feet. 
Like a ſtrange Trav'ller by the Sunfotſook, 
Andina road unknown by night o'retook, 

In whoſe lone paths no neighb'ring Swains reſide, 
No friendly Star appears to be his guide, 

No ſign or track by human footſteps worn, 
Bur ſolitary all, and all forlorn. 

He knows not but each blindfold ſtep he treads 
Toſome wild Defart or fierce River leads: 
Then his exalted voice does loudly ſtrain, 

In hope of anſwer from ſome neighb'ring Swain ; 
Still, till he calls, but ſtill (alas!) ir. vain, . 
Only faint Ecchoes anſwep him again, 


(95) 


Oh! who will help a wretch thus gone aſtray ! 

d, I What friendly Cynoſure dire&t my way! 

Aſignal Cloud condutted 1/raels flight, 

guicYBy day their cov'ring, and their guide by night. 

> tr) YThe Eaſtern-Kings found Bethlem too from far, 
JLed by the ſhining conduct of a Star ; 

Jay; Wir cou'd they im their tedious journey err, 

[io bad ſobrighta fellow-traveller. 


Be thou noleſs propitious, Lord,to me, 
ce all my bus neſs is to worſhip Thee. 
ſide, Þ*e how the wandring Croud miſtake their way, 
nd, toſt about by their own error, ſtray : 
hb; tumbles headlong from an unſeen Hill 1: 
That lights on a blind path, and wanders ſtill. 
ads £4: with more haſte than ſpeed goes ſtumbling on ; | 
That moves no faſter than a Snail might run, $f 
hile to and fro anorher baſts in vain, ſj: 
in ; Þo ſooner in the right, than out again. 
gre one walks on alone, whoſe boaſted $kill 
Vites another to attend him ſtill, 
H 


(96) 
Till among Thorns or miry Pools they tread ; 
This by his guide, That by himſelf miſled. 
Here one in a perpetual Circle moves, 
While there another ina Lab'rinth roves; 
And when he thinks his weary ramble done, 
He finds (alas!) he has but ju begun. 


Thus ſtill the wandring Multitude does ſtray, 
Scarce one of thouſands keeps or finds the way. 
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Oh ! that my paths were all chalk*d out by 7i 
From the deceitsof baneful error free : 
Till all my motion, like a Dart's, became 
Swift as Its flight, unerring as Its aim , 
That where thy Laws require me to obey, 
I may not loiter, nor miſtake the way. 
Then be Thou, Lord, the Bowe,- thy Law the hi: 
And T the Arr. deſtin'd forthe flight : 
Aad whenthou'rt pleag'd to ſhew thy greatelt 8k 
Let Me, dear God, be thy choice Arrow ſtill. 
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(97) 


Aug: Soliloq. cap. 4. 


0) Lord, who art the Light, the Way, the 
Truth, and the Life ; in whom there is no 
Darkneſs, Error, Vanity, nor Death. Say 

| the word, O Lord, let there be Light, that 
[may ſee the Light, and ſhun the Darkneſs ; 
that I may find the right way, and avoid 

| the wrong ; that I may follow Truth, and 

y TY fl _— Vanity ; that I may obtain Life, 
and eſcape Death, 
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HI. 0 hold 


O. hold thou(up mr gomas m thr 
| maths that mw foatsto72s l hy 
not. Pal. 15 5 | 


£ 98. 


) hold thou up my goings in thy paths, that my 
footſteps Slip nos. Plal. 17. 5. 
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Hat! will my faithleſs feet deceive me more, 
And make falſe eps upon the even floor ? 


Thou,who from Heav'n my motion doſt approve, 
rant me ſuch ſtrength, that I may firmly move. 


The Eagles teach their unfledg'd young to fly, 
mcisd in towring tow'rd the lofty Sky ; 
Ul the apt brood, by bold example led, 


oform the daring flight they us'd to dread. | | 
us Boys, when firſt th'unuſual ſtream they try, } 1 
\ With ſpungy Cork their weighty bodies buoy ; ; : 
il more impror'd, they their ff help diſown, 
nbitious now t'attempt the flood alone : 
H3 And 
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(100) 
And thus, by prafice, ſuch perfeion gain, 
To ſport and wanton ſafely in the Main. 


Thou, who from Heaw's obſerv'ſtour ſteps bely, 
See by what arts thy Servant learns to go; | 
While all my weight on this ſight Engine's laid, 
I move the }#/heels that do my motion aid, 
Thus feebic age, ſupported by a Cane, 

Is zir'd with that on which *tis forc'd to lean. 
Miſtake not, Lord, th'ambiguous terms I uſe, 
For of no failurel my feet accufe : | 
] can perceive no impetrtection there, 

No rocky ways, or thorny roads they fear: 
The weakneſs of my mind diſturbs me moſt, 


Whoſe languid feet have all their motion loſt : 
All its atietions lame and bedrid are, 


(Thoſe feet, alas: which ſhou'd its motion ſteer ;) 
Whenit ſhou'd movein Virtues eaſie road, 

Alas! 'tis tir'd as ſoon as got abroad. 

Sometimes, but rarely, it renews the race, 

And eagerly moves on, a Jelw's pace : 


IO1 


| Its boaſted flame is all extinct, as ſoon 
Asa faint Lamp by the rude North-wind blown. 
bely Vt, leſt I ſhou'd roo much my ſloth betray, 
I force my ſteps, and make ſome little way 3 


But, weary of its journey, ſcarce begun, c 


:4, | Put then am cautious not to be expos'd, 
Leſt I be thought too plentifully dos'd. 
| My reeling ſteps move an indented pace, 
As 'ewerea Cripple hopping o're a race. 
| I'will, I wort, I burn, all in a breath ; 
And that's ſcarce out; &re I'm as cold as death : 
And then, impatient at my fruitleſs pain, 


Tird in the mid-way, I go back again: Fs 


Tet cannot then recover my firlt place, 

The pleaſant ſeat whence I began my race. 

| Toſt, like a Ship on the tem peſtuous waves, 

er) Which neither help of Sails nor rowing ſaves. 
While with new vain attempts I try again, 
And would repair the loſs I did ſuſtain, 
The ſmall ſucceſs too manifeſtly proves 

My fruitleſs laborin a circle moves. 

Thus Slaves, condemn's to ply a toilſom Mill, 

Repeat the ſame returning motion ſtill : 


102) 


Tho ſtill the refeſs Engine's hurry'd round, 
They by its haſte gain not one foot of ground. 


What ſhall I do, a ſtranger tothe race, 
Whoſe lazy feet ſcarce move an Aſſes pace ? 
Heav'n lies remote from this mean Globe below, 
None but the ſwift and frag canthither go; 
What then ſhall this my ow-wheel'd Chariot do ? 
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Thou, Lord, mov'ſt nimbly o'rethe rugged way, | 
Thy Gyant-feet are balk'd by no delay: 
Thou with a ſtep doſt Eaſt and I#ft divide, 
And o're the world, like a Coloſſus, ſtride. 
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But with a Tortoice-motion 1 proceed, 
Or rather, like the Crab, am retrograde. 
How can I then hope to that Goal to run, 
- Which 'tis the bus'neſs of my life to ſhun ? 
But do thou, Lord, my trembling feet ſuſtain, 
Then I the Race and the Reward ſhall gain. 


Amb. 


(103) 


Amb. de fuga fzculi cap. r: 


ho among ſo many troubles of the 
body, among ſo many allurements 
of the world, can keep a ſafe and 


unerring courſe 2 
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He flrch trembleth for fear jor 
thee, and Tam afrad of thi \fudg: 


ments Psal:no. 120. 
, P. 104 


fleſh trembleth for fear of thee, and I am 
afraid of thy Judgments. Plal. 1 Ig. IO. 


\ Dread of Heav'n was by the Ancients taught, 
As the firſt impreſs on Man's infant thought. 
nd he who underſtood it beſt, has ſaid, 
sthe prime ſtep that doesto Wiſdom lead. 
Porm'd by this my early childhood grew, 
8 Bod to fear Heav'n was the firit thing I knew: 
A ut ſtill ſach dark Oblivion dull'd my mind, 
Ycould not the repeated Alpha find. 
Foſtripes can puniſh my negleQful crime, 
(to, wnimprov/'d, have trifled out my time. 
pull Boysby ſtripes with Learning are infpir'd, 
} lictle pains, With induſtry acquir'd: 
hen twice or thrice they read their Letters o'reg 


Biry're as familiar as if known befort : 
And 


(106) 
And tho in colour all alike appear, 
Eachis diſtinguiſh'd by its Chara@ey. 
May I not hope Age will compleat in me 
The eaſfie task of tender Infancy? 
In many things I no InftruFer ſought, 
Too apt (alas!) to practiſe them untaught. 
Why is not Fear as ſoon imbib'd, a Rule 
So oft” explain'd in Arts Improving School? 
Whar'I ſhou'd flight, ſtill (to my ſhame) I fear, 
And ſlight that moſt, which I ſhou'd moſt revere. 
I fear Mans eye when I wou'd act a fin, 
But dread not Heaws, nor the great Tudg within: 
For my groſs body 1 am ftill in fear, 
Bur my pure Soul partakes not of my care. 
Thus Birds falſe men of Clouts (affrighted) ſhun, 
Yetbo!dly to the fatal Lime-twigs run. 
Thus the fierce Lion, of falſe fires affraid, 
Flies to the 7 oils, in which he is betray'd. 
Such vanity has mens dark minds o'reſpread, 
Lpar leſs the Thunder than the Clap they dread ; 
Think Hell a Fable, an invented name, 
And count its Fire a harmleſs lambent flame. 
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(107) 
ith brutiſh rage toblackeſt ills they run, 
nd never fear the wickedheſs, till done : 
ut tho this fear did nottheir Crim es prevent, 
will come, too ſure, ro be their puniſhment 
Then with ſtrange frights,from their /o/ ſenſes driv'n, 
Their reſtleſs thoughts run on offended Heav'n : 


Ind call them from their lonely beds to arm, 
'hile their own ſhadows only do them harm, 
ch little thing's ſo magnify'd by fear, 
They dread a Licm, when a Meuſe they hear. 
fin the night they hear a gentle breeze 
begin to Whiſper in the murmuring Trees, 
ith hair erect, and parboil'd in a ſwear, 
tiey ſhrink beneath the ſteaming Coverlee. J: 
hene'rethey ſee the nimble Lightning flie, 
Ir hear the 7 hder in the diſtant Sky, " Ts 
hey think each flaſh a meſſenger of death, } 
nd at each crack deſpair of longer breath ; 
every noiſe they in new fears engage, 
ind ruin from eachaccident preſage. 


Whenfudden fears their watchful limbs allarm, 


un, 


(108) 


Thus, always of its guilty ſelf afraid, 
The troubled mind's eternally diſmay'd ; 
Such puniſhmentsattend affliting guilt, 
Which never pain like its 0vn torments felt. 


Thus trembling Cain dreads from each hand he [u, 
The fate his injur d Brother had from his. 

His crimſon Soul, with Abel's Murther ftain'd, 
Still with the bloody Scene is entertain d. 

No more ſevere correCtion waits on fin, 

Than its unbrib'd upbraider ſtill within. 


Then with thy Darts, Lord, frighten me from 
My fury wants this kind reſtriction ſtill. 
Fear timely comes before a fault's begun, 
He fears too late, that fears not till 'tis done. 


ACTISSE ASS 


(109) 


Bernard: Serm. 29. 


be holy Pſalmiſt deſires wiſely to be 
be ſy ſmitten, and healthfully to be woun- 
| ded, when he prays to be transfix'd 
4 | with the fear of God ; for that fear ; 
is an excellent Dart, that wounds j 
and deftroys the luſts of the Fleſh, ; 

that the Spirit may be ſafe. 
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V. 


) turn away mine eyes, leſt they behold was 
nity. Plal. 119. 37. 


N my high Capitol two Centries ſtill 
Keep Conſtant watch, to guard my Cittadel : 
fad or wandring Stars, t do not know, 
0 ether epithet becomes them too; 
«cb from its duty is in rambling loſt, 
ach maintains jymovably its poſt ; 
Wb ſwift of motion, yetboth fix'd remain : 
at Sampſon this dark Riddle can explain ? 


EY'n You, my Eyes, are theſe myſterious Stars, 
dinmy head, yet daily wanderer ; 


I Who 


( x23 } 


Who plac'din that exalted Tow'r of mine, 

Like Torches in ſome lofty Pharos ſhine ; 

Or liketwo Watch-men on ſome riſing place, 
View every near, and every diſtant pals. 

Yet you to me leſs conſtant prove by far, 
Than thoſe kind Guides to their Obſervers are; 
Their favours only with themſelves expire, 
Unlefs the hand that\gave, recalls their fire. 
Like Horſes, y64,too Headſttong for the rein, 
Will Iet no pow'r your rambling courſe reſtrain: 
You, by whoſe '&idance'we Thou'd danger ſhun, 
Betray'ns'to 'the'Rocks on which we run. 
Thus wandring Dinz, ledby your falſe tight, | 
Expos d her Honor, to oblige her Sight. 
Thus, while Feſides view'd the bathing Dame, 
What cool['d her heat, kind!'d in-hima flame ; 
Her naked Beanty did a. conqueſt-gain, 

IVhich arm'd Goliah undertook in vain. 
Thus gazing on the Hebrew Matrons eyes, 
Made the Aſhrian's head her caſie-prize. 
Thus the fond Elders, by their fght miſled, 
Purſi'd the joys of a forbidden bed; 


f 


(113) 


by cou'd their Iuſtful flame be diſpoſſeſt, 
il with a fhow'r of weighty flones ſuppreFt. 


e, 
More ruin'd Souls by theſe falſe guides are loſt, 
lan ſhipwreck'd Veſſels on the Indian-Coaſt. 
Are; 
Then happy he, happy alike andwiſe, 
io madea timely cov nant with his eyes / 
In, hdhappier he who did his guards dishand, 
[tran:Krrn from their ſockets by his fearleſs hand ! 
ſhun, 
0 ll, falſe Centries, you your charge perform, 
, Iu favour the [urprize, that ſhou'd the Camp allarm. 
you for this the Capitol obtain ? j 
am®, Þ::5;; the charge of the chief Caſtle gain ? | 
, at you have thus tinferior Earth betray 'd | | 
s bifty Soul, for nobler Objects made ? &t 
[do not rather raiſe his thoughts 0 hig/ ', | q ' 
, ve theſtarry arches of the Sky ? 
| t Theatre Will entertain his ſight | 
» 


h various Scenes of ſuitable delight : 


L.2 


(114) 


But you are more on Earth than Heav”n intent, 
And your induſtrious ſearch is downward bent; 


What ſhall I do, ſince you unruly grow, 
And will no limits, no confinement know ? 
Oh! ſhut the wandrer's up in endleſs night, 
Or with thy hand, dear God, contract their ſight, 


(x15) | 


tent, Aug. Solil. cap. 4: 


vent: Woe to the blind eyes that ſee notThee, 

the Sun that enlightens both Hea- 

ven and Farth! woe to the dim 

eyes that cannot ſee Thee ! woe to 

b them that turn away their eyes 1 

bg} from beholding Truth ! woe to them © 
that turn not away their eyes from | 
beholding Vanity ! 
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Oletmy heart be So 


SY: 


VI. 


0 lt ” heart be found in thy Statutes, that 
' I be not aſhamed. Pfal. 119. 80. 


OwdI but hope my Face wou'd pleaſe my Dear, 
That ſhou'd be all my bus neſs, all my care : 


My firſt concern ſhou'd for Complexion be, 


The zext, to keep my skin from freckles free : 
No help of Art, or Induſtry I'd want, 

No Beauty-water, Or improving Paint, 

My -Dreſſing-boxes ſhou'd with Charms abound, 
Ts make decay'd old fleſh ſeem young and ſonns : 
With Spaniſh-2vool, red as the blooming Reſe, 
And Ceruſſe, whiter than the Mountain Snow: : 
Withall the Arts that fudious Virgins know, 
Who on their Beauty too much pains beſtow. 
Then I'd correct each error by my Glaſs, 

Till not one fault were found in all my face. 


I 4 


(118) 
if on my browone hair amiſs 1 ſpy'd, 
How wou'dI fret till it were reCtify'd ! 
If my complexion were not always right, 
'Twou'd be a Nuiſance to my troubled ſight. 
If any motion did contratt my brow, 
I ſhou'd belieye Time did my forehead plough. 
Ev'n with each Mole Coffend thee I ſhou'd fear, 
If of my Beauty thou hadſt any care. 
If in my face the ſmalleſt Hart ſhou'd riſe, 
I fear *twou'd ſeema Mountain in your eyes : 
And the leaſt fault to me wow'd great appear, 
Leſt ir ſhou'd prove offenſive to my Dear : 
And every Grace which Nature has deny'd, 
By Art's kind help ſhow'd amply be ſupply'd : 
With Tow'rs and Locks I wou'd adorn my head, 
And thick witlr Jewels my cnrl'd trefles ſpread: 
With double Pearls Ill hang my loaded ears, 
While my white neck vaſt Chains of Rubies WEals, 
Thus 1 among the faireſt will be ſeen, 
And daxe vie Beauty ,ev nwith Sheba's Queen, 


(119) 
But oh! no ſich wain toys affeft your mind, 
jeſe meet with 70 admirers, but the blind, 
ſho in a Dreſs ſeek Objetts of their love, 
ſich once put off, the Beauty does remove; 
wsthe fond Crowd's caught by a gay attire, 
ie only thing indeed they find Padmire. 


But You, my Love, no borrow'd Beauties prize, | 
(0 artificial Charms attraCt your eyes. # 
ear as your 0wn, You ratea ſpotleſs heart , 


'> PBidfor its ſake accept each other part. 

 [F Ohthat my heartunſpotted were, and free 
; rom every tincture of impurity ! 
d, | 

4, [in your favour I ſhou'd make my boaſt, 
* Grd bate each ſtain by which it might be hoſt. 
ats; Hugo de S. ViCt. in Arrha anime. 


baſe and filthy ſpots, why do you ſtick ſo long ? Be 
gone, depart, and preſume no more to offend my Be: 


loved's fight. | ; 


Vil. Come 


Vo 


— 


ws ls, 


Come. my Beloveo, let u 0 
ortfe into the Fields; Tet 
1d (Ore in the Villages 


Cant.) It. 12 0. 


VIL 


Come my Beloved, let us go forth into the 
Fields, let us lodge in the Villages. Cant. 
5. I. 


{0 come, my Love, let's leave the buſie 
throng, 

We trifle there our precious time too Jong; 

Come, letus haſten to ſome lonely Grove, 

The frreſt Theatre for Scenes of Love. 

Strong Walls and Gates the City guard, 'tis true; 

But what ſeCures it thus, confines 3t too. 


Well reap the pleaſures of the open Field, 
| Yhich does ſecurity with freedoms yield. 


of (122) 

What tho the City-Tow'rs the Clouds invade, 
And o're the Fields project their lofty ſhade? 
Yet thence Content has madea far retreat, 
And choſe the humble Cottages its ſeat ; 

And the remoteſt Solitude enjoys | 
The bleſſing of more quiet, and leſs noiſe. F 
Come then, my Love, and let's retire from hene, 
And leave this buſie fond impertjnence. 

See ! ev'n the Cities eldeſt Son and Heir, 

Who gets his Gold, hisdear-lov'd Idol, there ; 
Yet in the Countrey ſpends his City-gains, 

And makes its pleaſures recompence his paims: 
And tho the Cty has his publick voice, 


The Countrey ever 1s his private choice. 
Here ſtill the Rich, the Noble, and the Great, I[* 


Unbend their minds in a ſecure retreat ; If 
And Heawns free Canopy yields more delight Ne 
| Than guilded Roofs and Fret-work, to the ſight ; - 


Nor can fenc'd Cities keepthe mind in peace, 
So well as oper guardleſs Villages. Ar 


(123) 


pmethen, my Love, let's from the City haſte, 
ichminute we ſpend there, is ſo much waſte, 


e, 
e? 


| have a Countrey-Farm, Whoſe fertile ground | 
oft murmuring Brooks and chryſtal Streams ſur- F 

bens, Þ round ; ;F 
better Ajr or Sol were never known, F 
or more convenient diſtance from the Town : 

ther, my Lowe, if thou wilt take thy flight, 
ie City will no more thy ſenſe delight, ; 

Driv'n from thy thoughts as quickly as thy ſight. 

Herein the ſhades I will my Dear carels, 

At leiſure to receive my kind Addreſs. 

flere, from the City and its Tumu!ts free, 

[ſhall enjoy more than my ſelf, in Thee. 

No bug'neſs ſhall invadeour pleaſure here, 

No rude diſturber of our ſports appear. 

Here thou thy ſecret paſſion ſhalt reveal, 

And whiſper in my ear the pleaſing tale ; 

While in requital I diſcloſe my flare, 

"J And in the fav'ring Shades conceal my ſhame. | 'F 


7; > — 


Here, 


” 


(124) 
Here, like kind Turtles, we will bill and cooe, 
For here, to love is all we hawe to do. 

Oh : cou'd I ſee that happy happy day ! 

I know no bliſs beyond, for which to pray 
Then to the Countrey let us, Dear, repair, 

For Love thrives beſt in the clear open air. 


Hieron. 
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(125) 


Hieron. Ep. ad Heſiod. x. 


ſhat doft thou * how long do the 
ſhadows of the houſes confine thee 2 
how long does the Priſon of the 
ſmoaky City ſhut thee up ? Believe 
me, I ſee ſome greater Light, and 
am reſoly d to throw off the burthen 
of the Fleſh, and fly to the ſplendor 


of the purer ar. 


VIIL. Draw 


Dram me, n=ee will, run, after 
- 

.. thee (un the Savour oof iy 

WI ntmeits.) 

Cant 1.3. * _ 


ITT 


V III. 


aw me," we will run after thee, (in the ſas 
our of thy Oyntments.) Cant. x. J- 


Fe how my feeble Limbs, now giy*n in vain, 

V Increaſe the burthen which they ſhou'd Seaint 3 
hile, weary of my hated life, 1 lie; | 
faint reſemblance of what once. was I. 

y head, depreſt with its own weight, hangs low, 
Ito themſelves my Limbs a.burthen grow. 

| various poſtures {ill Licek for cate, 

ut find at laſt nat .avy. ove to pleale. 

ow I wou*d yi/e, now wiſh my ſelf n bed, 

ow with my hands ſupport my aroopinsg bead : 
«on my back, now on my face lie, 

nd now for reſt on either ſide I try : 

dwhen my bed Ive tumbled reftl-ts ore, 

btll th aneaſie wret ch 1 was before. y 


Is 


(:28) 


Thus hinder'd by my own Infirmiy, 
Tho fainIwos'd, I cant follow thee. 
Then wile thou go, and leave me deſtitute ? 
Canſt thou not ſtay, at leaſt to hear my ſuit ? 
Thus Soldiers from their wounded Comrades fly 
At an allarm of any danger nigh. 

Unmat'ral Mothers thus their Babes diſclaim, 
Urg'd to the fin by poverty or ſhame. | 
Stretch, Lord, thy hand, and thy weak followernef® 
Or if not reach thy hand, yet ftay thy feet. 
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Ti! 
The grateful S:ork bears o're the ſpacious Fi Th 
Its aged Dam, and triumphs in the load : | 
The Doe ſupports her tender ſwimmers weight, ſ 


And minds ber ſelf leſs than her dearer fraight. 


But You, fair fugitive, forſake your Love, 
And ſhwnthe burthen you ſhou'd moſt approve || * 
bil Yet Pll not hinder or retard your haſte, | 
bt If you but draw me, I ſhall follow faſt : 
Eel. And tho now bedrid, in a little ſpace 
P11 riſe, and move along a Lover's pace : 


(t29) 


Nor ſhall you need a hip to drive me on, 
Free and wnwrg?d, cloſe at your back I'll run: 
4s, when at your command the Net was thrown, 
The eager Fiſh did gladly to it run, 

And, unconcern'd, their own deſtruttion ſought, 
$6 much twas their ambition tobe caught. 


Pleaſure and Senſe do all mankind miſguide, 


Jiome by their ezes, ſorne by their ears are ty'd: 


lkek not, Lord, my eyesoreats to pleaſe, 
Ii 4ubian ſweets ſute beſt with »»y Diſeaſe. 


Blty Treſſes of the balmy Spiknard ſmell, 


nd from thy Headthe richeſt Oy!; diſtill. 
Qice fragrant ſcents from thy moiſt Temples flow, 
d on thy Lps ſtill dwells a Myrrby Dew. 

nou breath'ſt the Oders of the ſpicy Eaſt, 

lid in freſh Roſes all thy words are dreft. 

Iy iv'ry Neck ſweats gicheſt Frankincenſe, ' 

ind ery part does ſome rare ſcent diſpence. 

tat©re Perfumes in the vaſt World are found, 

12 rich Compound mix'd, in Thtabound. 


RK 2 


(130) 
Such, ſuch a ſcent fill'd the left Virgins Room, 
When Thou, the Flow'r of Jelle, beganſt to bloom, 


Oh : might this Odor bleſs my longing ſenſe, 
How wou'd it cure my feeble Impotence ! 
I ſoon ſhou'd conquer all my languiſhment, 
And briskly follow the attra&ing ſcent. 
And my Companions the ſame courſe wou'd mon 
As the whole Flock waits on th'anointed Dove. 


(131) 
Gilbert. in Cant. Hom. 18. 


Love 7s a Cord that holds faſt, and 
draws affetionately, whoſe words 
are ſo many allurements. Nothing 
holds faſter than the band of Love, 

nothing attrats more powerfully. 
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O that thou wert as my brother; Hat 
Sucked the breasts of my mother-11 rc n 1 
shoull find thee 11 out Tnould boſs thee, 
vetT shouidnotbe deggused. Cant. 8. 'Y 
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IX. 


0 that thou wert as my brother, that ſucked the 
breaſts of my mother ; when I ſhould find thee 
without, "ovary kiſs thee, yet T ſhould not 
be deſpiſed. Cant. 8. x. 


WH will enoble my unworthy Race, 
And Thy great Name among the numbers 


place? 
Nor wiſh I this to raiſe my Pedigree, 
Contented with my mean ob[carity. 
Yet, tho my Blood wou'd be a ſtain to Thine, 
gill I muſt wiſh we had ene Parent-line: 
Nor wou'd I have thee grown to thoſe brisk years 
When firſt the budding downy beard appears; 
' * Bat till an Iyfarr, banging on the breaſt, 
The ame which 1 before have often preft : 
A Brother ſuch wou'dmy ambition chooſe, 


Velder, 1 thy converſe mult refuſe, 
0 K4 


: (134) 

Then, Dear, vouchſafe a fecond Birth, that I 
May rock thy Cradle with a Iulaby. 

- Children have pretty, pleaſant, gaining arts, 
Above the e[der ſort, to win our hearts; 

And tho each age wou'd its awn merit prove, 
Cbi/dhood is ſtt]] moſt prevalent in _Zcve 
Beſides, my wiſhis for Enjoyment-[ake, 

For thus I can thy preſence beſt partake, | 

| Then, Dear, vouchſafe a ſec: rd Birth, chat 8 
lor « rock thy Cradle with a Iu aby. 

Then my Enjoyment wou'd be jul! and free, 
And all my bus'neſs ſhou'd be tending Thee. 
My arms all day { ſhou' d bear. thy grateful weight, 
And be thy ſafeencloſure all the night. 
When thy ſoft Cheeks or ruddy Lips Pd kils, 
No fear or ſhame ſhou'd interrupt the bl; 
For none a S:ftcr's kindneſs can upbraid, 
Atlealt whentoan Infant-Brother paid: 

And tho on thy ſoft Lips long time Td dwell, 
Sure a ch4ſte ki/7 can never be bur well. 
Then.condeſcend my Brother t to become, | 


Dear as the off.ſpring of my Parents Womb. 
Wi 


(135) 

that wou'd Ido to make my tranſport known ? 

that wou'd I do ? what wowdlT leave undone ? 

bw oft? wou'd 1, by ſtealth, ev'n 2»ber forbid, 

and all night Centrv by the Cradle-ſide ! 

ow num'rous ſhou'd my ſervices become, 

yn till, perhaps, they were tho..ght rroubleſor 7 
or when my x0, r 166k thee from the breaſt, 
th arms ſhou'd with the ext remove be bleſt : 

Irif ſhe will'd tO CAITY FIEC vines: 

il I wou'd bear the acceptable load : 

r wou'd ſhe have thee m the Cradle lie, 

dgently rock thee with a 1,7 aby. 

ſſhe to take the low'd employment wenr 

ly eager bafe fhou'd her dc/i2n prevent : 

ut when ſhe 'wow'd intruſt thee to my care, 

Ind going forth, leave me to tend my Dear ; 

ow great wou'd b2 the pleaſure of my charge! 
ow wou'd I then indulge my {elf at large ! 

by Face-cloth ſoon 1 ſoftly wou'd remove; 

er tenjoy thobject of my Love ; 

"ad, favour'd by the moſt commodious light, 

falt on thy lovely face my longing ſight. 


Thy 


The pleaſing Service is its own Reward. 


T2JO 


Thy head ſhou'd on my left-hand gently reſt, 
While with my »3ght I bothnd thee to my breaſt; 
And then folightly I wou'd ſteal a &/s, 

It ſhowdnot interrupt thy ſleeping bliſs. 

Then, Dear, be pleas'd a ſecond Birth taiiow, 
That on thy Cheeks my lips may pay their vow, 
And as thy growth renders thy Organs ſtrong, 
And thou beginn'ſt to uſe thy looſhed tongue ; 
Then thon, my Love, ſhalt my ſmall Pupil be, 
And as 1 ſpeak, ſhalt fammer after me : 

And when thou doſt the help of arms refuſe, 
And dar'ſt attempt the Hobby-horſe to ule ; 
rilreach thee fafely how to prauncealong, 
And keep thy nimble footſteps firm and ſtrong, 
And if fome naughty ſtone offend thy feet, 

My ready arms their ſtumbling charge ſhall «| 
Pleas'd with a frequent opportunity 

Of thus receiving and embracing Thee : 

Nor ſhall I any recompence regard, 


Sm Me. tt Wm. 2. 


137 


Bonavent. Solil. cap. 1. 


pas ignorant, 0 ſweet Jeſu, that thy 

Embraces were ſo pleaſant, thyT ouch 
| þ delightful, thy Converſation ſo 
diverting ; for when Itouch Thee, 
I am clean ; when Ireccive Thee, 
Iam a Virgin; 


Br nmght on mv bed [. Sought him whom 
ar Soul leveth I onght hum but P 4 
{ound hum not. Cant. f. 8. 


7” 136 : 


\y night -on my Bed, I ſought him . whom my 
Soul Ioveth , T ſought him, but T found hins 
wt. Cant. 3. I. 


| Treat not of inferior mortal fires, 

But chaFteſt ſighs, and moſt. ſublime deſires ; 
Bodies, ſo the Minds their flames receive, 
ut ſtill the groſſer for the Bodies leave. 
egen'rous fire that's kindled inthe Min, 


bat does alone Loves ſecret Pleaſures find. 

What nobler flames the lofty Souls inſpire ! 
How are they rais'd to more Tefin'd'defire' 
Ih what Divine Embraces do they joyn: * 
Whac pious hands their mutual -Contradts figrt: ' 
How raviſhing's'the pleaſure of the Bed ; 

With what unſpeakable delights *tis ſpread, 
Where the chaſt Sox! in her Belove#Psarms, * 


ind He in- Hers, improve their mutual Charms : 
oe? 
111T 


S114 
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(140) 


The Bed ofti which ſuch happy Lovets reft, 


Is downy peace in its 0wn quiet bleſt. 

BY Here 1 was wont, when care drove ſleep ay 
Wer ; 7 Pregnant with thought, rowatch the dawning wÞ 
1 | Here the dear He that ſtole my Virgin-hears 
4 PI9 Did oft* to me his Boſors-rares impart: 

TIRI80 Then, then a facred flame my Soul poſſeſt, 
vi 0”! And no leſs heat reign'd in his amorous breaſt 
TS In ſilence then we made our mute complaint, 
4-4 And our dumb grief was prevalently quaint. 
is: / 1 þ-1 But now, nor know I why, my Love's eſtrang'd 
[7 Ifear ſome faulr of mine his mind has chang: 
1 | 7 For, a whole day he has not bleſt my ſight, 
\w 4 Nor (which be never u#d) return'd at night. 
Fall Does this imply a fickle change of mind, 
V\R Or that he does ſome better Miſtreſs find? 
NM | How fadly I in tears and diſcontent 
-þ4] The tedious night of his griev'd abſence ſpenc! 


"Twas now become the dead low ebb of night, | 
And ſleep had barr'd upcloſe my weary fight ; | 
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(241) 
hen a loud voice ſupriz'd my trembling ear, 
indcall'd, Riſe, ſluggard, ſee your Love's not be; 
Sraight I awake, and rub my ſleepy eyes, 
P awſhen che forſaken honſeT fill with cries: 
ing 4ep'ſt thou, »2y Love? but anſwer I had no 
for He, (alas!) to whom I ſpoke, was gone. 
Soon with a lighted torch his ſteps 1 trace, 
And wiſh I ne're had ſeen them nor his face. 
aſt ; Jſhen on the guiltleſs Bed begin t'exclaim, 
it, Ik where my Love is, and its filence blame. 
t, Iiſtracted then Iſearch the Chamber round, 
ng'd Put what I ſought was no where co be found. 
"qd; [\hbatrumults then were rais'd within my breaſt, 
Who once on Peace's downy Bed did relt ! 
What rageing ſtorms then toſt my troubled min 
'd to Tempeſts of thar boiſtrous kind ! 
With pain my heavy eyes to Heav'nl raiſe, 
and ſcarce my lips can open inits praiſe ; 
1 Py former ſtrength in ſacred Coniiitts fails, 
it, P"dwhat wasonce my ſport, my Soul bewails : 
For while ſucceſs crown?d my untroubled head, 
\n Golden Peace I made my eafie Bed : 


Then, 


— - 


44 
Then, like a boaZting Soldier, raw and young, 
Who always is viitorious with his tongue, 


I wiſt'd to exerciſe ſome Thrant's rage, 

Orin ſome gluricus hazard toengage. ' 

So warm a heat within my blood did play, 
While on the eafie bed of Peace I lay : 

But when this beat forſook me with my Love, 
Colder than Scythian Froſts my Blood did prove. 
SoFlow'rs, Which gentle Zephyrs kindly rear, 
Nipt by celd Froſes, decay and diſappear : * ( k 
So Lamps burn bright, while tl?Oy] maintains the h 
Bur as that ceaſes, languilh and ex Pire. 


n 


Alas ! my Love, I ſought the? in 6ur Bed, 
Who on the Croſs hadſt laid thy weary head : 
Peace was my Bed, while the curſt Croſs was Thi 
I ſhou'd have ſought Thee by that fatal ſign. 
Much timel loſt in ſeeking thee around, 

But fought thee where thou 1wert not to b-found 


Ut, 
We, 


'3 


( 
1S the! 


7 


(143) 


Creg. in Ezek. hom. 19. 


+ ſeek our Belsved in Bed, when in 


any little reſt of this preſent life, 
pe ſigh with a deſire of our Redee- 
mer. We ſeek him by night, becauſe 
tho now the Mind is watchful in 
bim, yet the Eye ſtill is dark. 
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XI. 


pill rife, and go about the City in the ſtreets, 
and in the broad ways Twill ſeek him whom 


my Soul loveth : T fought him, but T found 
him not. Cant. 3.2. 


\ T laſt, tho late, my error does appear, 
Had I ſearch'd well t ſure had found my Dear ; 
ought him wrapt in ſoft repoſe, in'Bed, 
ng his troubled breaſt, and thoughtful head ; 
t there (alas! ) wy Love I cou'd not find; 
Dluch indulgence was for him defigr'd: 


Alas! my Life, alas ! what ſhall I do ? 
Wcan I reſt or ſleep depriv'd of You ? 
| ÞÞ; tho a thouſand Rivers murmuring noiſe 


Yd court me to it with one Julling woice ; 
r tho as many Whiſp'ring Groves conſpire, 
Woyn the Muſic kof their feather'd Chrir. 


s 


2 Scarce 


(146) - 
Scarce doI cloſe my weary eyes to ſleep, 
When grief injoyns me a ſtrict watch to keep: 
My eyes no night, no night my thoughts do knoy 
Or if they do, each tedious hour ſeems two : 
If ever ſlcepindulge my miſery, 

My ſleeping thoughts are all imploy'd on Thee : 
Why then ſhou'd wretched I deſire repoſe, 
Since ſleep no other benefit beſtows ? 


My Bed I quit, and ranging all the Town, 

moveas chance Or reaſon leads me on : 
Each corner ſearch, and hope in eachto find 
The deareſt Objett of my eyes and mind : 
No place eſcapes me, none fo private lies, 
To cheat th'enquiry of my curicus eyes. 
The eeger Hound thus cloſe his Game purſues, 
While the warm ſcent direCts his ready noſe : 
Thru wc2ds and Thickets,Bri'rs and Thorns,he 
No &524e- dreads, or inconvenience ſhuns. 
Thus or.ce the wieping Mag43len did roam 
To kind ber Lord, when nujling in his Tomb. 


(147) F 
ſtat that denies, ſhe hopes the City yields ; 
ut there not found, ſhe ſeeks him in the Fields: 


dwan unask'd, no place unſearch'd, remain'd, 


keep: 
Io knoy$! be dear Treaſure which ſhe ſought was gaind. 
gs: Ithe griev'd Dam forher robb'dNeſt complains? 


Ind fills the Foreſt with her monrnful ſtrains ; 
Thee : (ot the Tree enrag'd ſhe flies, and now 
phes on the top, now takes her ſeat below ; 


C, 
en to her fellows ſadly does relate 
injurious ealth, and her loft Off-ſprings Fate. 
own, Fins have I ſearch'd thro ev'ry lane and freer, 
at what I ſought (alas! )I con'd not meet. 
find Bk lanes ! and hateful freets ! whoſe ev'ry road 
ly weary feet ſo oft in vain have trod. 
Ss, miſt »»y Lowe in bed, and ſought him there ; 
it fought am7/s, and ſtill malt want my Dear. 
arſues; AN 
ry Amb. de Virg. lib. 3. 


ns, he rift is not found in the Conrts nor in the Streets ; 
Chriſt 3s no frequenter of the Courts. Chriſt is Peace, 
is the Courts are Contentions : Chriſt 3s Juſtice, 
am Ji the Courts is Iniquity, &&c, Let us ſbun the 
mb. | Conrts, bet us avoid the ftreats. 
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Saw you him whom amy Soul loveth It 
Twas but little that [/pastjrom them, but T | 


found hum whom my Soul loveth:l held | 
hum and would nol (tt a go. Cant: ,. 3.4 | 
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XII. 


w you him whom my Soul loveth2 It was 
but a little 'that I paſt from them, but I 
fund bim whom my Soul loveth : 1 held 
him, and wou d not let him go. Cants 3. 3, 4- 


Syhere a corner left in all the Town, 

Which in my weary {carch I have not known? 
th lighted torches every ſtreet was bright, 
or did I evn the meaneſt alleys flight. 
las; what ground did I not travel o're, 
ll ev'n the City had not any more ? 
ut why ſhou'd I this fruitleſs toil approve, 

e all my ſeeking docs not find my Love ? 

len, hopeleſs, back my penſive courſe I ſteer'd, 

| Fit ſtill no tidings of »2y Lower heard, 
hen I at laſt approach'd the City -gate, 
wrea ſtrong Guard in conſtant Watch did wait : 
L 4 


r50) 
Said I, Perhaps my Love is hidden bere * 
And then 1 ask'd them if they ſaw my Dear. 
They laugh'd, and my enquiry did deride, 
And whoſe your Love ? one of the Centries cry: 
Has he no name by which he may be known ? 
How can we tell, ſince you have giu'n us none ? 
Excuſe, ſaid 1, my rude ſimplicity, 
I thought him known to all the World, as me : 
And that our Love, ſo much the talk of Fame, 
Had made it needleſs to declare his name ; 
And thkoyou wou'd pretend this ign'rance now, 
I'm confident you cannot chooſe but know : 
Then pray be pleag'd in earneſt to declare 
If you have ſeen him lately paſling here : 
Him, whom above my Life 1 dearly prize, 
And Him, who values me above his eyes ? 
Say, when he went, what ſtay he made with you, 
And whitber he pretended he wou'd go! 
Took he the right-hand, or the left-hand Way ; 
Was he alone, or had he company ? 
The ſportful Watch, regardleſs of my cares, 


Anſwer with laughter, and deride my tears. 
From 


you 2 
Y ? 


H 


I51 
From"them 1 go, hopeleſs my Lowe to find, 

While Tides of woe o'rewhelm'd my ſinking mind. 
But while my choughts were thus oppreſt with grief, 


And nothing hop'd leſs than ſuch bleſt relief ; 
My Love, the ſame 1 fought the City round, 


Now, unexpefed and unſought, was found. 


Loſt between joy and fear in the ſurprize, 
1durſt not well give credit to my eyes. 
And have I thee again ? I woud have cry'd, 


From 


But as I ſtrove, my faultring tongue deny'd. 
is when ſome frightned Wife ſees by her bed 
fer Husband, long by fame reported dead ; 
imaz*d to ſee what ſhe had giv'n for loſt, 
he flies his touch, and takes him for a Ghoſt ; 
Nor dares ſhe, till by his known woice allur'd, 
ie ſight of what ſhe moſt deſires endure : 
d ſtill ſhe fears leſt ſhe too eaſie prove, 
ktray'd to this credulity by Love. 
lbus while I trembling ſtand, again I try, 
gain my Life ſalutes my joyful eye. 


IS2 
Toſt between doubr, and hope, and love, and fear, 


Are you my Love, Icry, or in his ſhape appear ? 
My Dear !----ahno ! alas! youare not He ; 


Yet ſure you are :----Yes, yes, you are, | ſee. 
My Love, my Life, I ſee and know you now, 
My ſecret Feſtaſie diſcovers you. 
Pleas'd wich your wice,and raviſh'd with your fac, 
I fly unask'd to your belov'd embrace. 
Thus, thus Il bind you to me, and prevent 
A ſecond ſearch, the Soldiers merriment. 
O that my arms were Chains, and each part elf, 
Feet, hands and all, were Gives and Manacles! 
Then with a triple band my Loveld bind, 
Cloſe as the Elm is by the Vine entwin'd ; 
The ſnaky Ivy does not cloſer crawl 
About the ruins of its dear-lov'd Wall. 
And while my buſje hands your neck incloſe, 
Think that zo burthen which their kindneſs ſhews. 
Remember, Love, you have been abſent long, 
And time that did it, muſt repair the wrong : 
ut of the recompence you ſoon complain, 
And e're my Joys commence, are gone again. 


But 


153 
fear, But hold ;---- you muſt notthink to fly me fo ; 


r? . Firſt force your way, and if you conquer, go. 
Bedain Cant. cap. 3. 

', When T had found him, 1 held him ſo much 
»/ wa. by how much the longer I was in 

ir fac, finding him. . 
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But it is good for me to hold me faſt by God, to 
put my truſt in the Lord God. Pal. 73-27. 


Hro what ſtrange turnsof fortune havel paſt? 
Juſt as a Ball from hand to hand is toſt. 

Jars loud allarms were firſt my ſole delight, 

And hope of Glory led me outto fight : 

Arms raisd my courage, Arms were all my care, 

Asif I had no other bus'neſs here. 

Of with a Song I paſt my tedious hour, 

While I ſtood Centry on ſome lofty Tow'r : 

Oft I the Enemies deſigns betray d, 

And ſhew'd their motions by the ſigns I made. 

[learnt t'iutrench a Camp,and Bulwarks rear, 

With all the skill of a good Engineer. 

lever forward was, and bold in fight, 

and did toadtion the faint Troops excite. 


= 


None 


(156) 
None better underſtood the Arts of War, 
None more the Soldiers or Commanders Care: 
Ofr in the Lybian Deſarts did I ſweat, 

Tir'd with the Sand, and melted with the heat ; 
Choak'd with the duſt, yet not a River nigh, 
The place as little moiſture had as I. 


How oft” have I ſwam mighty Rivers o're, 
With heavy Armour loaden;tir'd, and fore ? 
And ſtill 1ny Sword acroſs my mouth I laid, 
Whene're I did the adverſe ſtream invade. 
Thus long the Camp has had my company, 
A Footman firſt, now of the Cavalry. 

My Breaſt-plate has ten ſhots of Arrows born, 
And with no leſs my Head-piece has been torn. 
Thrice was My Horſe ſhot under me, my Creſt 
Four times ſtruck off, and I as oft” diſtreſt. 
Yetboldly I expos'd my ſelf ro harm, 

And in my Ez'mies blood my hand was warm. 
But on my back I did no wounds receive, 
My ready breaſt metall my Fees durſt give : 


e, 


(157) 
For boldly againſt Fire and S0rd I ſtood, 

And flights of Arrows which the Sky did cloud : 
On heaps of men, ſlain by my Sword, 1 trod, 
And as I moy'd,my way with Corps I ſtrow'd. 
But yet the man that did theſe Conqueſts gain, 
Cou'dnot, with all his pow'r, his iſh obtamn ; 
With all his Lawrels cn, and Foes 0 recome, 

His Crowns deſery'd, and Trophies tco brought home 
One fault did all bis former Triumphs blaſt, 

And blotted ont their memory at laſt. 

The General caſhier'd me with a word, 

ind o're my head broke my once uſeful Sword. 
And thus in publick ſcorn my Fame expir'd, 

With the dear purchace of my Blocd acquird. 
Omy dear God ! had I born arms for Thee, 

Thy favour had not thus deſerted me. 

All my deſires are firmly plac'd on Thee, 

and there ſecure as Ships at Anchor lie. 

tehind thy Altar then Pll lay my Arms, 

and bid a long adieu to War's allarms. 

but ſoon My mind on Gain was all intent, 
vam to my thoughts ſuch ſweets did repreſent. 


A 


(153) 

A ShipI bought, which when I fraighted well, 
Abroad I \ſteer'd, to purchaſe, and to ſell. 

In both the Dzdies Iexpos'd my Ware, 

No Port was known but I had trafique there : 
For from ſmall Ventures, large Acqueſts to gain, 
Was all the buſie ſtudy of my brain. 

Wealth now came flowing in with ſuch a Tide, 
It wou'd not in my ftraitned Cheſts abide. 

My Ships came loaden from the Indian-ſhoar ; | 
But next return they periſh'd at my door. 

My Book; with Debtors names ſtill larger grew ; 
But they forſwore, and ſo 1 loſt my due. 
And thus, like Salt, my Wealth, got by the Sea, 
Did, in the place of its acqueſt, decay. 
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How peaceful is the man, and how ſecure, 
Whom War did ne're delight, nor Gain allure ! 
No mere ſhall Gain my cheated fancy pleaſe, 
That cannot purchace one ſhct! minutes eaſe. 
What ſhall I do, ſince my attemptsare vain ? 
In Far, no Fame ; inTrade, no HealthI gain. 


Then 
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(159) 


Then to the Court I haſtily repair, 
My Fame as ſoon finds kind reception there. 
[m brought before the King, and kiſs his hand, 


tle likes my Perſon, gives me a Command. 

Now grown his Faw rite, I have all his ear ; 
ſhate're I/peak, he eagerly does bear : 

nd to new Honors does me ſtill advance, 

Not the ellect of merit, but of chance. 

pur, whether bis miſtake, or my deſert, 

Im indear'd, and Wound into his heart. 

it in diſcourſe we ſpent the buſie day, 

nd ne're regarded how it paſt away. 

ay, without »ye, he wou'd not play, nor eat, 
preſence gave a reliſh to his meat : 

0 Fav rite e're wasdearer to his Prince ; 

0 Prince ſuch Favours ever did diſpenſe. 

anus rul'd not thus his Maſter's heart ; 

8wary Lordallow'd him but a part : 

ir Clyrees ſelf cou'd greater Honors have, 

W the 1/or/ds Conqu ror Was almolt hzs Slave. 
linew advancement Pleas'd my rhoughts/7is tre» 
or there are ſecret charms 1n ail things new, } 
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The Courtiers envy, and the Crowds admire, 
To ſee the King my company defhire. 

But, oh ! on Kings *tis folly to depend, 

| Whoſe Pow'r,much more their Favours,quickly end] 
i The King to fro»ns does all his ſmiles convert, 
we 7 ( And as he [ow/4, fo hates, without deſert. 

q (8 His favour ſowr's to rage, and I am ſent 
1 i Far from my Native Soll to Baniſhment. 
it My fall toHiltry adds one ſtory more, 
A itory I for ever mult deplore. 

11. Sejanus had not a ſeverer fate, 

46k | Nor Clytus happineſs a ſhorter date. 

obs." O God : how great is their ſecarity, 
Whoſe hopes and wiſhes all rely on thee : 
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Aug, in Pfal. 36. 


Forſake all other Loves ; he is fairer 


(ly end! 
who created Heaven and Earth. 
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late down nuder his ſhadow Tops I loved ) 
with great deli 7ht. Cant. 2 


N a long journey to an unknown Clime, 

Much ground I trave!Pd, & conſum d much tame. 
Il weary grown, computing in my mind, 
tought che ſhorteſt of my way behind. 
ue when I better had ſurvey'd the race, 
bundehere ſtill remain'd the longer ſpace. 
en my faint limbs grew feeble with deſpair, 
lcourag'd at a journey fo ſevere : 
th hands and eyes erect, I vent my grief 
0Heav'n, in hope from Heavn to find relief. 


Oh: who will ſhade me from this /corching heat } 
* on My head how the fierce Sun-beams beat . 
ule by their fervor parch'd, the burning Sand 


alds my galld feet, and forces me to ſtand. 
M 3 Then, 


(164) 


Then, then I praiſe the Groves, and ſhady Bow'r 


Bleſt with cool Springs, and ſweet refreſhing Flow 
Then wiſh tl*expanded Poplar wou'd o'reſpread, 
Or leafy Apple ſhade my weary head. 


The God whoſe aid I oft had {ought defore, 
\s often found, now adds this favour more. 
Whither your haſt deſigns, ſays he, I know ; 
Rnow what you want, and hy you want It too, 
I know you ſeek Feruſalem above, 

Thither your life and your endeavours move : 
But with the tedious Pi/primage diſmay*d, 
Implore refreſhment from the 4pple's ſhade. 
See, ſee, I come to bring your pains relief ! 
Beneath my ſhadow eaſe your weary griet. 
Behold my arms ſtretcl'd on the fatal 7 zee, 
Withtheſe extended boughs I'll cover thee. 
Behold my bleeding feet, my gating /ide, 

In theſe free Coverts thou thy tclt mailt tude. 
This ſhade will grant thee thy deſir'd repoſe, 


This Tree alone for that kind purpoſe grows. 


(165) 


Bow'r 
Flownf| Thus ſpoke the God, whoſe favour thus expreſt, 


read, EVith Frength infpir'd my limbs, with bepemy breaſt, | 
[raisd my eyes, and there my Lovel fpy'd ; | 
But, oh: 27y Love, my Live was crucify*d ! 

Dre, fbat dreadful Scene is this (alas?) I cry'd ! 

Muſt I beneath this diſmal ſhade abide ! 

What comfort can it yicld to wretched me, 

it too. Vile 7 how art hung onthis accurſed Tree! (ft ? 
Curs'd Tree ! and more cursd hand by which 'twas 

ve: [[he bloody ſtains are reeking on it yet * 

let this high Tree projects its ſpreading z bought,% wa 

, And with its cooling ſhade invites repoſe : 

Tet whar it otters ſtill it {elf denics, 

ind more to zears than ſeep inclines my CYes 


Ble#t Tree! and hatpy hand that itxwd thee here . 
That hand deſerves the honor of a Sar ! 

Now, now, my Love, | thy reſemblance know, 
My cool, kind, ſhady refidence belory. 

bs the large Apple {ſpreads its loaden boughs, 
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(166) 
And, more than all its fellows of the Wood, 
Allows the weary reſt, the hungry food : 
Thusthon art, Lord, my Cwert in the heat ; 
My Drink when-thirfty, and when hungry, Meat. 
| How oft, zz Love, ſiow oft” with earneſt pray'r, 
Have Iinvok'd thy ſhade, to reſt me there ? 
| There penfive I'll bewail my wretched ſtate, 

Mt Like a ſad Turtle widow'd of her Mate ; 

BE} P!l bath thy pale deadlips in a warm flood, 

4 And from thy locksFll waſh the clotted blood ; 
Thy hanging head my hands ſhall gently raiſe, Þ: 


| And to my cheek Fil lay thy gory face ; 
"h Thy wounded ſide with watry eyes PII view; 
| \ ; And as thy blocd, my tears ſhall ever flow : 
| | low till my ſight, by their kind floodreliev d, 
Vith the fad object be no longer grievd. 


Yet this one wernd in me Will many make, 
Til! proſtrate arthy feet my place l take : 
Then P11 embrace again the fatal Tree, 
Andwrite this fad Þ{cription under thee : 


(167) 
[wo Lovers ſce, who their own death con- 
ſpire : 


le drowns in Zears, While Ze conſumes in 
_ Fire. 
x, 


Honorius in cap. 2. Cant. apud Delr. 


ſhadow is made of a bedy and light, and is 
the travellers covert from the heat, his 
protetion frem the ſtorm. The Tree of 
'; PLife, to wit, the Apple, is the holy Croſs; 
> Fits Fruit zs Chriſt , 77s ſhadow 7he refreſh- 
ment ard detence of mankind. 
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And, more than all its fellows of the Wood, 
Allows the weary reſt, the hungry food : 
Thusthon art, Lord, my Cewertin the heat ; 
My Drink when thirſty, and when hungry, Meat. 
How oft”, my Love, tow oft” with earneſt pray'r, 
Have Iinvok'dthy ſhade, to reſt me there ? 
There penfive I'll bewail my wretched ſtate, 
Like a fad Turtle widow'd of her Mate ; 

P!! bath thy pale dead lips in a warm flood, 
And from thy locksFll waſh the clotted blood ; 
Thy hanging head my hands ſhall gently raiſe, Þ 
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ih Thy wounded ſide with watry eyes Pll view, 
[i And as thy blocd, my tears ſhall ever flow : 

| Flow till my fight, by their kind floodreliev d, 
> With the ſad object be no longer grievd. 


Yet this one wound in me will zany make, 
Till proſtrate arrþy feet my place l take : 
Then PII embrace again the fatal Tree, 
Andwrite this fad Þ{cription under thee : 
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(167) 
[wo Lovers ſce, who their own death con- 
ſpire ; 

le drowns in 7Zears, while Ze conſumes in 
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Honorius in cap. 2. Cant. apud Delr. 


hadow is made of a bedy and light, and is 
the travellers covert from the heat, his 
protectzon frem the ſtorm. The Tree of 
I; PLife, to wit, the Apple, is the holy Croſs; 
e Pits Fruit js Chriſt , 7zs ſhadow 7he retreſh- 
ment ard detence of mankind. 
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How Shall (7w'e smg the Lords Sona 


lin a Strange Za Pal. t3- S. | 
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XV. 


bw ſhall we ſing the Lord's Song in a ſtrange 
Land ? Pal. 13 37. 4+ 


; why, my Friends, am I deſir'd to ſing? 


How can I raiſe a zete, or touch a ſtring * 
lick requires a Soul to mirth inclin'd, 
id ſympathizes with the troubled mind. 


But you reply,Such ſcaſons moft require 

tkind diyeriion of the warbling Lyre ; 

ten grief wou'd {trite you dumb, tis time to ſ;:7, 
kn {train the woice,Cr itril; 

Ir then the mind orewhel: 

0 much intent on !ts own mit 


You urge, this remedy will grief aliwage, 
\ 
with examples prove what you. allege . 
| You 
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You ſay, This tunes the weary Sailors note, 
While o're long Seas their nimble Veſſels float : 
You fay, This makesthe artful Shepherd play, 
Whoſe tuneful Pipes the tedious hours betray. 
And that the Trav'ller's journey eaſ#ſt proves, 
IWhen to the Muſick of bis woice he moves. 

It not perverſly blame this art in them, 

Nor the oftenlive policy condemn ; 

But know my tongue, long practis'd in complain 
Is skill'd in grict, in lamentations quaint. 
Scarc2my loſt skill cou'd I to praQtice bring, 
And Muſick term d a ſtrange unuſual thing ; 
And, 2sone blinded lorg ſcarce brooks the light, 
So pleaiing Ayres my uncouth tongue attright. 
VhenT my ſighted Numbers word retrieve, 
And make the ſpeaking Chords appear to live ; 
When I word raiſe the murmuring V;ols voice, 
Or make 12 Lute 1n brisker ſounds rejoyce ; 
When on my P:pes attempt a ſhriller note, 
Or joyn my Harp inconſort with my Throat : 
My Voice (alas !).in floods of tears is drown'd, 
Ard boiſtrous ſighs diſperſe the fainting ſound. 

Agall 


(171) 
ain to ſing, again toplay I try'd : 
t; Fain my woice, again my hand deny'd : 
> IFowby diſuſe ſlow and unaCtive made, 
'. Wiyband and tongue COblivien are betray'd : 
> [id now with theſeallays I try too late 
omolifie my hard, my rigid fate. 
rant Iexcell'd in MuSck, and in Song, 
:d warbled ſwift Diviſion with my tongue ; 
lainYou'd I with I/rael's ſweeteſt Singer vie, 
r{irike the Harp with more ſucceſs than He : 
3, FU! Mick or Complaint belt ſuit my woe, 
bo never had more cauſe to weep, than now? 
fir, Fit forrow has my tuneful Harp unſtrung, 
bt, Fd grief's become habitual tro my tongue : 
or do the place or time ſuch mirta allow ; 
23 Ptgrant they did, my ſorrows anſwer 70. 
C, Pat! wou'd you have an exi'd Stranger ling 
s Countrey Anthems to a Foreign King *? 
tbear ; my fate and this loarÞdplace Confſpire 
dflence me, and binder your deſire. 
all], driv'n far from the Seraphick Cher, 
och the ſweet Nerves of my Celeſtial Live ? 
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(172) 
Ah! Fortunes wounded Captive kindly ſpare, 


My voice has loſt its pleaſing accents here. 
Sorrow diſorders and diſtorts my face, 


I cannot give my Songs their former grace. t 
Shou'd Ibegin to ſing or play, 'twou'd be / 
Some doleful Emblem of my mitery. 1 
My thoughts are all on my loſt {rate intent, 7 


And cloſe Companions of my Bamiſhment. 


Then why amlI deſirdto play or fing, ( ftrin 


Now grief has broke my voice, and ſlackneder! 
Oh ! my lovd Countrey, when I think on thee, 
My Lute,my Voice,my Mindall loſe their harmor 
But if to Thee lhappily return, ( ma 
Then they ſhall all rejozce, as much as now th 


(173) 


re, 


Aug. Medit. cap. 35. 


Itbat I could ſay ſuch things as the Wu. 

Hymn-ſinging Choir of Angels! | F 
How willingly would T powr forth 
I} » ſelf in thy praiſes / 
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EXTASIES 


OF-THE 


Enamour'dSoul 


BOOK the Third. 


[. 


you find my Beloved, that you tell him that 
I am fick of Love. Cant. 5.8. 


Leſt Reſidents on the bright Thronesabove, 
Who are transform d to the ſublimeſt Love ; 
lomy Belov'd my reſtleſs Paſſion bear, 

d gently whiſper't in his ſacred ear. 
ohim my ſighs, my languiſhments relate, 


ell him my flame diſſolycs me with irs hear, 
N Tel! 


I charge you, O Daughters of Jeruſalem, if 
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(176) 
Tell him, I pine beneath Loves torrid Zone, Te 
As withering Flow'rs before the ſcorching Sun ; Þ 4 
For ſcattering round his Darts, among the reſt | 7ell 
He ſhot himſeJf into my love-ſick breaſt; And 
Thro all my fleſh the Shaft, like Lightning ſtole, | * 
And with ſtrange infience ſeiz'd my melting 
Now in a flame unquenchablel burn, 
Which does my breaſt tanother etna turn. 
Ifa more full account he wou'd receive, 
(For Lovers always are inquiſitive) 
Tell him how pale, how languiſhing I look, 
And how I fainted when 1 wou'd have ſpoke. 
If he enquires what pace my Feaver moves, 
Oh ! tell him, I no Feaver feel, but Love's: 
Or if he asks what danger's of my death, 
Tell him----I cou'd not tell, for want of breath. 
Tell kim you bring no mellage ſent by me, 
But & relation of my miſery. 
Yet, if he queſtions how in death I look, 
Say how my Beauty has my face forſook. 
Thusthen delineate me amidſt my woe, 
That he my /»f*rings and their cauſe may kno | 


| L, 


(177) 


Tell him 1 lie ſeiz'd with a deadly fwoon, 


Tell him my eyes ſwim round my dizzy bead, 
ind on my breaſt my- feeble hand is laid ; 
The Corral of my Lips grows ſickly pale, 
' on my Cheeks the withering Roſes fail; 
My Veins, tho chaf'd, have loſt their azure hue, 
and tbzs decay ſhews Nature failing too : 
Nor any ſigns expreſs remaining life, 
But the worſt ſ[ymproms, ſighs that vent my grief, 
and yet I cannot any reaſon feign, 
Why, tho wnburt, ſo often I complain : 
| know not why, unleſs the Tyrant Love 
Compels me thus his mighty Pow'r to prove. 
This, this was ſure my ſorrows only cauſe ; 
, [/ev'd, yet knew not what 4 Lover was. 
tis from my breaſt extorted frequent fighs, 
d preſt the tears from my o'reflowing eyes. 
lis was the cauſe, that when 1 ſtrove ro frame 
Remote diſcourſe, itended with hx Name. 
Un! then 
lell the lov'd Obje& of my thought and eye, 
low I bis Martyr and his Vifim die. Diſtill'd 
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Diſtilld in Loves Alimbeck, I expire, 

Parchdup, like Roſes, by too warm a fire ; 

Or dry'd, like Zillies which have long in vain [tl 
Begg'd the refreſhment of a gentle Rain. t 
Tell Him, the cauſe of all, my grief will prove, f 
Without his help, my Death; for, oh ! 'tis LOVE 4 
V 


\ 
{ 
4 
: 
l 
* 
t .- 
., & 
E 
z 
7 4 
,; 
- off K. 
4 
: 
L 
«7 % 
l \ 
8 
it FE) 
* bt" 
{2 
*$ 
4 
'Y »* þ 
þ- > 
3 
1.4% 
4a 
+ 433 
LY” x 
"y 
5 


CN CT 
+> 42  —n_ 


J 


(179) 


Rupert. in Cant. 


ell bim, T hat I am ſick of Love, thro 
the great deſire I have of ſeeing his 
ace : Tendure the wearineſs of life, 
and I can hardly bear the delay of 
my preſent Exile. 


1 


s _ ” 
Stay me with flagons, comfort me 
bh _— Of - ”, o 
w 1th apples,ForTl am fact of Love 
h_ Cant2.5.P.180. 


(181) 


Y 


ſtay me with flagons, comfort me with apples, 
for 1 am ſick of love. Cant. 2. 5. 


Ow ſtrangely,Love,doſt thou my will cortroul, 
Thou pleaſing Tyrant of my captiv'd Scul ! 

0h! wou'dſt thou have thy fiery torment /aft, 
iacken its heat, for I conſume to2 faſt. 
On other hearts imply thy Arrows pow'r, 
for mine (alas! } has now no room for more. 
0 ſpare thy own Artill ry, and my breath. 
for the next ſhaft comes wingd with certain Death. 
0h: 1 am loft, aud from my ſelf eſtrang'd, 
To Love, my woice ; to Love, My blood is chang'd * 
from part to pert inſenſibly he ſtole, 
Till the ly Conqu/ror had ſubdu'd the 2whole, 


Alas ! willno one pity my diſtreſs ? 


Will neither Earth nor Heaw'n afford redreſs ? 
N 4 Canſt 


 Andas thewithering Roſe declines its head, 


(182) 
Canſt Thou, the author of my miſeries ; 
Canſt Thou behold me with relentleſs eyes? 
Oh! haſte, you bright Inhabitants above, 
My fellow-patients in this charming Love ; - 
Rifle the Orchards; and diſrobe the Fields, þ 
Bring all the Treaſure Natures Store-houſe yields f 
d 


Bind fragrant Roſe-buds to my temples flrit, 
Then with cool apples quench my fiery thirſt. 
Theſe may allay the Feawey of my blood. 

Oh no: there's nothing, nothing does me good. 
Againſt Lowes force what Salve can Roſes make, 
SINCeeV'n themſelves may hide the pors'nous Snake ! 
And Apples ſure can ſmall aſſiſtance give, 

In one of them tI'Old Serpent did deceive. 

O then! to ſlacken thistormenting fire, 

The Roſe of Sharon only I deſire : 

And for an Apple to aſlwage my grief, 

Giveit, oh: give it from the Tree of Life ! 
Then ſtrow them gently on my Virgin-bed ; 


Compos'd to Deattyslong ſleep my reſt Il! take, 
Dream of my Love, and in his arms awake. 


Gifle! 


(183) 


Giſlen in Cant. cap. 2: 


} is certainly a good languiſhment, 
when the Diſeaſe is not to Death, 
but Life, that God may be glorified 
by it : when that Heat and Feaver 
does not proceed from a conſuming, 
but rather from an improving fire; 
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MyBeloved is mine, and Tam his. 
£ redeth among the L illies 


CantkzZ.16. 


£©.184 


S#S%S 5kS 


ITL 


Beloved is mine, and I am his ; he feedeth 
among the Lillies. Cant. 2. 16. 


Leſt ſouls, whoſe hearts burn with ſuch equal fire, [6 
) As never, bur together, will expire ! 

your content | wou'd not Crowns prefer, 

t all Heawv'ns bleſſings are dilated there : 

when with equal flames two Souls engage, ' 
at happy minute is Love's Golden age. q 
ch bliſs I wiſh'd, when Love at firſt poſleſt, | 
d rais'd his Standard in my trembling breaſt. 
w of I pray'd, Whene're in Love Iburn, | x 
rant me, great Pow'r, to find a juſt return ! þ 
ie God return'd this anſwer to my pray r, 
we firſt, that Love its breaches may repair, 
it thy will, Almighty Love (I cry'd) 
nliſt a Soldier, in thy Wars untry'd ? 


196 
"Tis true, my fellow-Maids have told me long 
The promyd Foys of thy adoring throng : 

But oft” my Nurſe, acquainted with the cheat, 
Told me, *rwasall delufion and deceit ; 

And that the Oracle too true wou'd prove, 
Which thus declar'd the iUI effetts of Love : 
*Num'rous as Athos Hares, or Hybla's Swarms, 
* Or Olive-berries on the loaden Tree, 

©Or as the Shells, or Sands, are Love's allarms, 
* Abounding ſtill with fear and miſery. 

For ſtill this fear the wretches entertain, 

Leſt all their 7,0ve ſhou'd meet unjuſt Diſdain. 
Of happy Lovers no Records can boalt ; 

Their bliſs was counterfeit, or ſhort at moſt : 

The airy God's unſettled motion ſhews 

That Love's a Tide that always ebbs and flows. 


Go thenand truſt choſe dying flames that will 


SINCe Love's a wand'rerand uncertain ſtill. 
Than his own feathershe is lighter far, 
*And all his promis'd Faith's an empty air. 
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(187) 


J] Oaths and Vows let no one be betray'd, 


's 


» [hich vaniſh in the breath with which th'are made. 


His cheeks now with unuſual bluſhes dreſt, 

ind his quick flight, this mighty truth confeſt : 
and now his fraud, his treachery I knew, 

5, Jloall his pow'r I bid a laſt adier. 


To Thee,thou heaw'n-bornu Love, my Soul Ill joyn, l 
te Thou my Darling, and let me be Thine. | 
While day and night ſucceſſively return, | 
Our mutual fires ſhall never ceaſe to burn, 

0 the ſweer balm diſtilling from each kiſs ! 
How vaſt's the pleaſure, how divine the bliſs ! 
What new delights thy Love does ſtill cyſcloſe, 
She only who enjoys the bleſſing knows. 

But, oh! to lowe, or be below dof Thee, "wi 
If 1 the great myſfry of Felicity : mn 
And, more tinhance and recommend the joy, Fg 1 
Tis ſuch as time does heighten, not deſtroy. 1s 
My Love, my Life in Thee all Hybla's Sweets, 
In Thee all Ophi#'s richeſt Treaſures meer. 


With 


. (188) 
With what repeated Extaſies poſleſt, 

We vent our Paſlionsin each others breaſt ! 
O how unſ; peakable”s the bliſs to me, 

To loſe my ſelf in thoughts of its Eternity ! 
This Love is ſubject to no anxious cares, 
Toobleſt for troubles, too ſecure for fears. 

In vaſt El:fiums of delight it feeds, mM 
Where whiteſt Lillies deck tWenamell'd Meads: 
Among which Emblems of our pure defires, 
We in chaſt dalliance quench our mutual fires, 


(189) 


| Bernard. in Cant. Serm. 7. 


fi who heareſt, or readeſt this, take 
care to have the Lillies in thee, if 
thou wouldſt have this dweller a- 
mong the Lillies viſit thee. 
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and his defure 
Cant. 7. 70 . 


ma Beloveds, 


ours me . 


IV. 


lam my Beloved's, and his defire is towards 
me. Cant. 7. 10. 


Hro the thick ſhades of a cool Cypreſs Grove, 
Weeping I wander'd to bewail my Love ; 
riny torrent row''d along my breaſt, 

weighty grief my ſinking Sp'irits oppreſt. 
dto my back anlIvory Lute Ibore, 

y forrows ſure Phyſician heretofore. 

dwith my grief, on a ſoft Turf I reſt, 

dthus unload my over-burther'd breaſt: 


Muſt I my days conſume in loneſom grief, 
no kind Lover timely bring relief? 

lt that curſe attend my enemies, 

they ſtill Strangers to Love's envy'd Bliſs 


O 


(192) 
e For not to love, is ſurely not to live, 
« Since _Lifes chief bleſſings we in Love receive : 
The whole deſign of living is to love, 
* And who loves moſt, does beſt his life improve. 
Bodies of Earth down to their centre move, 
And Seeds of Fire aſcendto theirs above. 
$0 our ſoft hearts to Lewe are ſtill inclin'd, 
Urg'd by a violent impulſe of mi:d. 

EVn mine too, kindled by an innate flame, 

Is eager to deſerve a Lovers name. 

But where ſhall I my bloeming love impart ; 
Where yield the Virgin-fortreſs of my heart ? 
Shall I deſcend to a low mortal love, 

I the Companion of | leſt Spirits avove * 
Or ſhall I with inferzour Creatures ſport, 
Whom their Creatcy not difJains to Court : 
No, no, my Soul, fix thou thy thoughts on high; 
Thou haſt no equal match beneath the Sky. 
My Hymen ſhall no other Torches bear, 

Than what have each been lighted at a Star. 

Angels ſhall my Epithalamium ſing, 


Cendudling me in triumph 1otheir King. 


hn; 


_ (193) 


Him, Him alone of all I can approve 

The nobleſt object of the pureſt Love. 

lis dear-lov'd Image ſtill ſalutes my eye, 

Nor can his abſence this delight deny. 

No envious diſtance can prevail to part 

tis dear reſembling Impreſs from my heart. 
With him, methinks, in ſweer diſcourſe 1 walk, 
fleag'd with the ſound of his imagin'd talk. 

v, by ſtrange ſymparhy, the fairhful Sree! | 
Does the lov'd Pole's magnetick infl'ence feel, | 
by whoſe kind condudt the ſafe Pylor Iteers 

iſteddy courſe, till the wiſh'd Port appears. 

0 the fond Hyacinth purſuesthe Sun, i 
eas dat his riſe, griev'd when his race is done : | 


os Ze Waited on by the pale Moon, 
ho from his beams reflettion guilds her own. 
ike theſe, Almighty Love, to Thee 1 fie ; 
thou withdraw'ſt thy face, I pine, I die. 
then, ſince all my joys on that depend, IT: 
the bleſt Viſion never have an end ! ui 


OQ 2 


(194) 


The Same, by another band. 


| Cypreſs Grove (whoſe melancholly ſhade 
To ſute the temper of the fad was made) 


I choſe for my retreat, there laid me down, nd! 
Hom: : : [bur] 
Oping my ſorrows in My tears to drown. =_ 


They vainly flow*d; and now o'rewhelm'd with grid . 
From Muſicks charming ſounds 1 ſought relief. Ming 
This Song compog'd, I ſtrike my Lyre, and ſing, Ab 

Soft Notes.rebounding from each ſilver ſtring. (ln v 
Ah: ſhall my waſted days no paſſion crown; tall 


And muſt my empty years roul uſeleſs on ! om 
So hard a fate I'd wiſh my greateſt foes ; fl f 
He lives not, who the flames of Love ne're knowglley 
Stupid his Soul lies hid indarkeſt night, My 
Who isnot chear'd with Loves tranſpiercing light :Þ/w: 
He bears no Image of the God above, Theſ 
Whoſe icy breaſt's inſenſible of Love. he] 
The pond'rousEarth,by*ts proper weight depreſt, 4g 
| Beneath all other Elements doth reſt ; - 


Wii 


(195) 
While pointed Flames do thro the ſolid maſs 

force their bright way, and unreſiſted paſs, 

v thro the ſolid lump of Man the Sow! 

#nds forth thoſe fires that do the frame cotroul ; 
and his defires do hurry him away, 


Where-e're thoſe flames do guide th'obedient Clay, 


WS: 


It ; 


ind now I feel an unknown warmth all ore ; 
[burn, I melt, but know not from what Pow'r : 
Theſe ſharp quick fires are urg'd thro evry vein, | | 
Mingling at once ſuch Pleaſure and ſuch Pain. | 
Ab; whither will this furious paſſion drive ? 


lin vain againſt Love's raging force we ſtrive.) 
tall wy aſpiring Soul, like vulgar hearts, 
Complain of ſhameful wounds from Cupid's Darts? + | F 
1 ſhou'd be embrac'd by mortal arms, 

They'd fade my Beauties, ſully all my Charms : 
My ri/ng mind ſoars vaſt degrees above 


Terreſtrial Charms, they*re much beneath my Love: 1 } 
Theſe groſs deſires my purer Soul dildains ; vs: 


hellbe His Spouſe who ewv'ry beeing frames. 
Agnes, of Rome the wonder and the pride, l 
«1F 


Her Charms to an Auſonian Youth deny*d, 


And in theſe terms refus'd tobe his Bride : 


© 


(198) 
« If ] have kindled fires within your breaſt, 

** I cannot grant, but pity your requeſt : 

* Nor can you jultly my refufal blame, 

* Since I burn with a much diviner flame ; 

For my Creator hath engag'd my heart, 

* My Soul from ſuch a Sp aſe can ne're depart : 
** His lovely Image {till is in my fight, 

*Andat this diſtance He's my ſole delight : 

* In abſence we converſe; Iſpeak in Pray'rs, 

* And he in abſence charms my liſtning ears. 

SO by the Loadtones unſeen wondrous force 

The faithful Needle ſteers the Seamans courſe : 
Tow'rds its lov'd Nerth it conſtantly doth riſe, 
Helping their way, to their extreme ſurprize. 

So does the Flow'r of Phebus twice a day 

Turn tow'rds her Sun, and herglad leaves diſplay. 
Fair Cynthia thus regards her Erother's beams, 
Renews her Beanty from his borrow'd flames. 

] am thy Clytie (Spouſe) thou art My Swn, 


ICymbia, always tow'rds thy light muſt run. 


My, Spouſe, my Helice, with longing L (flie 
(Where-e're thou draw'ſt) tow'rds thee in raptures 
What 


Wha 
inc 


(199) 
What wonder if in mutual Love Je burn, 
Ince Steel can tow'rds the ſenſeleſs Load{Fone turn? 


Bernard. Medit. cap. 9. 


My heart paſſes thro many things, ſeeking as 
bout where it may take its reſt ; but finds 
nothing that pleaſes it, till it returns to 
God. 
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V. 


ly Soul melted as my Beloved ſpoke, 
Cant. 5. 6. 


Hat Hills, what Rocks, what Deſarts have 
I trod, 

nly for one ſhort view of Thee, my God ! 

ow for one word from thoſe dear lips of Thine, 

y feet a tireſom Pilgrimage injoyn'd: | 

re craggy Rocks of ſuch ſtupendious height, | 

Paſcent does evin the climbing Deer afright : | Ll 


t cannot my unwearied haſte delay, > 4 
mighty Love condutts me all the way. 

0 from theſe heights I all :hings elſe ceſcry, 
e dear-lov'd Objett ſhuns my longing eye. 


Diſtracted 


(202) 


Diſtracted then, thro ev'ry Den I rave, 
Search. cach Receſs, and viſitev'ry Cave. 1 
In vain (alas!) thoſe devious pathsI wear, 
I only find thou art a ſtranger there. 


Somerimes into the open Plain I rove, 


But there am loſt in Erroras in Love. 
Tow'rds Heav'n I look, and thro the Fields caſjit :/ 


plain, at f 
Pur both unkinoly anſwer not again. Fain 
Wandring from thence, I find a (had; Vale, tl 
There on my Love (but, oh! in vain) I call. ice, 
Not far from hence a cloſe thick Covert grows, floſs ; 
Where panting Beaſts fly for a cool repoſe : fhy | 
Here, here, ſaid I, my Love is laid to reſt ; j po! 
Ent, oh! no ſign of Thee was bereimprelt. h VSic 


Then, ſtung with paſſion, and o're-whelm'dq . 


grief, oy D 
3 court the ſhoar, and thence expect r elief. ln on 
Here a high Tow'r exalts its lofty head, ſecre 


By whoſe kind light the wandring Seaman's ledigq ,,, 
Here 1 aſcend, and view the Ocean round, fs the 


While my complaints o'reall the ſhoar reſoundþj aj 4 


(203) 


al me, you Shears, you Seas, and tell me true, 
not my Lowe Conceal'd in ſome of You? | 
{to eaCh otner you won d conſi ant be, 

lover, and be juſt to Love and me. 

arce had the ſhoar receiv'd the mournful noiſe, 
hen it return'd a loud redonbied voice : 


; clffit that ſome ſporting Fcebol believe, 


lat fools the wretch'd, and dallies with their grief. | e 
rain the thoar Irend ; tie ſhoar does hear, 41 
d the kind wcice again ſalutes my ear : 

wice, a well-known woce! twas Thine, my Life, 

ole pleaſing accents ſoon diſpeIPd my grief. 

WI reviv'd; One ſuch immortal breath Y 
d pow'r enough to reſcue me from death. 

rwce, like Lightning, unperceivd, unfelt, 


d aſtrange infl'ence does tlratfections melt. 8 i} 
by Diſciples hearts were rd within, ; p 
:n on the way thou didſt diſcourſe begin; " $| 
ſecret Charms of Thy prevailing voice 64 


{| 
lelis'd rmaccountable, yet mighty Joys. \] bil 
$ the ſame beaw'nly ſound that anſwer'd me, 1 if 
| all diſfolv'd me into Exta/te. 


und 
That 


(204) 
That kindled ſuch a fire within my Soul, 
Whoſe ardent beat an Ocean cannot cool. 
See how my melting paſlions drop and run, 
Like Virgin-wax before the ſcorching Sun - 
O might [ be fo bleſt to mix with T hee, . 
Our Life the ſame, the ſame our Love ſhoud »: 
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Phat is this that I fee]? what fire js 


- (205) 


Aug. Sohl. cap. 34 


it that warms my heart ? what light 
is it that enlightens it ? 0 thou 
fire which always burneſt, and art 
never extinguiſhed! do thou in- \#| 
flame me. | 
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VI 


Im have Tin Feaven but Thee? and there 
is none upon Earty that 1 dejire 1 compar i= 


ſon of Thee. Pal. 73. 24: | 


_ ſhall I ſeek, great God, in Teawn above, 

The Earth, or Sea, whereonto fix my love? 
oT ſhon'd ranſack Heatv'n, the Earth, and Sea, 
they can boalt, is nothing without Thee. 


[know what mighty Foys in Heavn abound, 
lat Treaſures in the Farth and Sea are found ; 
twithour Thee, my Love, renrich their ſtore, 

all rheir glories are but mean and pooy. | 
Hav'n! O Earth! O vaſt capacious Main: 

te famous Realms where Wealth and Plenty reign! 
in one heap your triple pleaſures lay, 

y were no pleaſures, Were my Love away. 


(208) 

My thonghts, I own, have often rang'd the Deep, Fſhen 

Search*d Earthand eavn,and in no bounds worhher 
keep ; 


Bur when they rambled the Creation round, Al 
No equal Object in the F/hle they found Il ch 
Sometimes I thought to rip the pregnant Earth, ſhes 
Aad give its rich and long-born burthen birth; Part 
Gold, Silver, Braſs, feeds of the ſhining vein, ſhen, 
And each bright produdt of the fertile Mine: Frav 
For theſe we dig and tear our Mothers Womb, ith 
Till for our boundleſs Treaſures we want room : ith 
To what advantage ? Tho, o're-charg'd with Golqymaz 
Your burſting Colters can't their burthen hold ; p06 hb 
Yer this cannc're your troubled mind appeaſe, "Put al 


Nor buy your ſorrows ev'na minutes eaſe. one 
but I 
INen 


Here diſappainted, to the Deep I go, 
Whoſe low recelies the ſcorch'd Indians know ; 


Pleagd with its Gemmy ſtore my ſelf to load, . Find © 
WOVYE 


OW 


I dive, and viſit its conceal'd abode : 
Then the {carce Burrer ſeek, whoſe bloods rich dyf"d t 
Is the great Ornament of Ma'eſty. 


The 


(209) 
jen ſcatter'd Pearls I gather on the ſhoar 
ſhere rich Hydaſpes caſts his ſhining ſtore. 


eep, 


VOu' 


Alas: theſe Fewels brought from ſeveral Coaſts, 
ll that each Rzwer, or the Ocean boaſts ; 
tb, PbeSapbyr, Faſper, and the Chry/olite, 

an't quench my thirſt, orſtay my appetite. 
hen, fince the Earth and Sea Content deny, bl 
Hav'ns lofty Fabrick I reſolve to try. 
ſth wonder the vaſt Machine ſurvey, 
: Pith glorious Stars all ſtudded, bright and gay : 
az'dtheir /till unalter'd courſe I view, 
d how their daily motion they renew. 
ut among all the Pen{ile-fires above, 

one warm'd my breaſt,none rais'd mySoul tolovye: 
ut I beheld at diance from below ; 

hen farewell Ear:h, up to their Orbs I go. 
ow leſs'ning Cities leave my diſtant ſight, f* 4l 
Ind now the Earths whole Globe is vaniſh'd quite x 44 
dove the Sun and Planets Iam born, 
Ind their inferior Influences (corn. 


P 


(210) 
Now the bright pavement of the Srays Itread, | 0 
Oncethe high cov'ring of my humble head. 
Now o're the lofty flaming Wall I flie, 

And Hear”ns brisht Court les open to my eye. 


Hymrs well compos'd to Airs Divine they ing, 
New tune their Harps, and ſcrue up ev'ry ſtri 
Then in brisk Notes triumphant Anthems play, 

Whyle Heaw”n reſounds, as if 'twere Holy-day. 


O glorious Manſions fill'd with ſhining fires ! 
O Courts fit only for your Starry Choirs! 
My raviſh'd Soul's in ſtrange amazement loſt ; 
Sure no delight is wanting on this Coaſt 
Ha !---.SaidI no delight was wanting here ? 
Yes, you want 41]; alas! you want my Dear. 
Farewell you Stars, and you bright Forms adieu;Þ; 
My bugneſs here was with wy Love, not you. [joy 
There's nothing good below without my Love, 
Nor any thing worth a faint }53ſþ above. 


(211) 
One World fubdu'd, the Comgwiror did deplore 


ſhat nizgard Fate had not allow'd him ore. 
My vaſter thoughts & rhuuſand Werlds deſpiſe, 


Nor loſe one wiſh on tuch a wortbleſs prize. 

\ot all the Univerſe from Pole to Pole, 

tan, Earth, and Sea, can fill my boundleſs Soul, 
hat neither Eayrths wide limits can contain, 

or the large Empire of the ſpreading Main ; 

or Heawn, Whoſe vaſter Globe doesbeth incloſe ; 
ers the ſole Objeft my ambition knows. 

ll now, alas! my Soul at ſhadows caught, 

d always was deceiv/d in what it [cup ht. 

ts, Lord, alone art Heaw'n, Earth, Sea, to me ? 
0, Lord, art All, all nothing without Thee. 


Aug. Solil. cap. 20. 


atever is contained within the compa[s of Heaven, 

is beneath the Soul of Man , which was made to 

enjoy the chiefeſt Good above, in whoſe poſſelſion alone 
, oſe poſſeſſion al 


it can be happy. 


/ | P ; VII. Wo 


4. 


Wo 1s me, that am constrained to 
dwell mith Merch, and to have 


WA habitation among the tents 
of Ked: wr. Paal. 7. 4 
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VIL 


vis me, that I am conſtrained to dwell with 
Meſech, and to have my habitation among 


the tents of Kedar. Pfal. 120. 4. 


Till does the Sun with uſual motion ſteer 
The revolutions of the circling Year ? 
Gibeons wondro; Solitice is renew'd, 

at t be mighty Joſhua 5 beck he ſtood ? 
lwre his motion's become retrograde, 
mce be turn'd the Hebrew Dial's ſhade. 
y elſe thou'd I, who now am paſt the age 


0w'd totread this Worlds unhappy Stage ; 


yſhou'd I be deny*d an Exit, now 

play'd my part, and have no innre to do? 
tere on Earth a Ble/ing to rar 

nurious force of my dt2urr there? 

v wou 4 I welcom any fa v ring death, 

uſe me of the burtben of my breath ! 


T1 


(214) 


By one ſure ffroke, Rind Fate, my ſeul reprieve 3 
For "tis continual dying h:re to live. 

Hereour chief bliſs is an uncertain Joy, 
Which ſwift viciſſitudes of ill deſtroy. pla 
Juſt as the Sun, who riſing bright and gay, ben { 
In Cloud3 and Show'rs concludes the weeping day 


ut; c 


4 
1 


re | 


So boiiierous guſts oft" tender Flow'rs invade, _ 
Ly tempting winds too ſoon abroad betray'd. | th 
on, 

Here, envious of each others ſettlement , F'ronp 


Al, things contend each other to ſupplant, ſheſe 
The ſecond minute arives the firkt away, hd ti 
ly 


ind /f 


And Night's impatient toſucceed the Day : 


L The eager Summer thinks the Spring too long, 
| And Autumn frets that SUMMET 25 not gone 2 ſis r 
But Autiiman's ſelf to Winter muſt give Way, ſhile 


[his fi 


; . (] Ind fl 
Bevold yom Sea, how (mooth, withcut a frown- 
; (8) 


See, while I {p:ak, how cur['d, how rough "tis grown! mp 
Look, how ſerent's the s&y, how calm the arr ! ny 
Now, bark; it thunders round the Hemiſphere ! Ind ſe 
This great Inco::jkancy of buman fate 
Corrupt each minute of our happy fate. 


Leſt its cold Frofts o'retake and puniſh his delay. 


(215 
it, oh! the worſt of ills is ſtill behind, 
ie rav'nous converſe with our beaſtly kind. 
re Nature firſt in anger did intend 
plague of Monſters &re the world to ſend; 
ben broug bt forth her moſt brutiſh Off-[pring Men, 
layd rurr'd each houſe into a ſavage dew. Ty 
Gtbi; rapacious ſpecies we may find | 
il that's deſtrutlive in the preying kind ; 4 
on, Wolf, Tyger, Bear and Crocodle, , 
Irong to devour, and cunning to beguile : | 
ileſe Beaſts are led to prey by appetite, 
d that once pleas'd, in no more blood delight 3 
uw Man, like Hell, has an inſatiate thirſt, 
ind ſtill is keeneft , when ſo full to burſt. 
his raiſes Fraud, makes Treach'ry fine and gay, 
hile baniſh'd Fuftice flies diſrob'd away : 
[his fills the world with loud allarms of War, 
ind turns the peaceful Plough-ſharetoa hoſtile Spear. | 's | 
ſho wou'd be ſlave toſuch a Tyrant-life, L ui 
hat ſtill engages him in noiſe and ſtrife ? if 
ng ſince, alas! I did my years compleat, 
d ſery'd for freedom, ſtill deny'd by Fate. 
P4 When 
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When I compute to what a price amount 

My miſ-ſpent days, I'm bankrupt in th'account. 
Oh! what ſtrange frenzy does thoſe men polleſs, 
Who raſhly deem long life a happineſs? 

They ſure are ſtrangers to the Joys above, 

Who more than Home a wretched Exile love. 
But Heav'n's remote, and its far-diſtant bliſs 
Appears minute to our miſtaken eyes. 

Ah! why, my Countrey, art thou plac'd fo far, 
Thatl am ſtill a zedious wanderer ? 


Happier the Exiles of old Heathen Rome, 
Whom only Tyber did divide from home 
While to remoter baniſhment deſign'd, 

A vaſt Abyſs *twixt Heawv'n and me I find. 
The Hebrew ſlaves in Harveſt were ſet free ; 
My Harveſt's come, why not my Liberty ? 
The ſwift fore-runner of the welcom Spring 
Finds after Winters cold a timeto ſing : 
She whodid long in dark receſſeslie, 
Now flys abroad and re-ſalutes the Sky. 


Bot 1 
Den) 
aſte 


There 


2 | - 


Bat I till live excluded from above, 
Deny'd the Object of my Bliſs and Love. 

G, Haſte, haſte, my God, and take me up to Thee ; 

bere let me live, where Iwas made to be. 


Aug. Serm. 43. 


ſhere are two tormentors of the Soul, which | 
do not torture it together, but by turns. [f 
Their names are Fear and Griet : When it | 
is well with you, you fear ; when 1l, you 
grieve. 
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O mretched man HhatT am. "who 


Shall deliver 4 pp the :body 


of this deat 9.24: 
F. 3868: 
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VIIL. 


) wretched man that I am ! who ſhall deliver 
me from the body of this dearh? Rom. 7. 24. 


Here are the loſt delights for which I grieve, 
But which my ſerro27snever ſhall retrieve 2 


uch vaſt Jcl;igh:5——but mention not the loſs, 
thoſe ſad remembrance is thy greateſt croſs: 
ind fate is kindeſt when 1t rebs us fo, 
otake away our ſen/e of ſuffering to0. 
nour fir# Parents folly we exclaim, 

$if They only were, as firſt, to blame : 

n Eveand Adam we diſcharge our rage, 
ind thus expoſe our naked Parentage. 

url (alas!) condemn not them alone, 

Nor while I mind their fall, forget my own. 
With Eve I was conſenting to the cheat 
mpos'd on Adam, and helpt him to ear. 
Hence I my nakedneſs and ſhame deriv'd, 
ind skins of Beaſts to cover both recev'd : 
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And from my forfeit Eden juſtly driv'n, 
The curſe of Earth, and the contempt of Heaw'n. 
Nor do I now the general loſs bemoan ; 

My grief s deficient to bewail my own. 

The tragick ſtory from my Birth Ill take, 

For early grief did my firſt ſilence break. 

"Twas Fulyes month, the gratefull'ſt of the year, 
(Tho all my life December did appear) 

The T werty-ſeven:h : Oh ! had it been my laſt, 

I had not mourr'd, nor that made too much haſte, 
That was the fatal day that gave me breath, 
Which prov*d almoit my teeming Parent's death ; 
And #11, as then, to ber (alas!) Pve been 

Atrue Benen, not a Benjamin. 

No ſooner was 1 for the Cradle dreſt, 

But a {trange horror all around poſleſt ; 

Who with one dire prophetick voice prefage 
Tlirattending m#'ries of my growing age. 

Why didſt thon give melife, more fatal day 

Than chat which took th'sAgyptian Males away ? 
No more be numbred in the Calender, 

But in thy place leta large blot appear : 


- INo ſooner had I left my eh:/djſh plays, 


(221) 


Or if thou muſt thy annual ation keep, 

Let each hour thunder, and each minute weep : 
Let, as on Cain, ſome mark be fix'd on Thee, 

That giving life, did/# worſe than murder me. 

Now, Friends, I find your fatal Aug'rytrue ; 

My woes each other, like my hours purſue. 
Hence the large ſources of my tears ariſe, 

And no dry minute wipes my flowing eyes. | 


The harmleſs paſtimes of my happy days : 
Now paſt a child, yet ſtill in Judgment fo, 
Iſtudy'd firſt what I was not to know. 
And my firſt grief was tolament my fate, " 
And yet 'twas ſeldom I had time for zhar. | 
My ſtubborn Soula long reſiſtance made, 
Impatient thus by Nature to be ſway*d : IN 
Ofe ſtrove to Heav'n to raiſe its lofty flight, 

As oft” ſuppreſt by its groſs body's weight: 

But what it cou'd not reach, its eyes purſue ; 

Thenit cry'd, AbGeod ! then ſhed a briny dew: 
Twice more it wow'd repeat the pleaſing noile, 
But ſtruggling ſighs reſtraid tlimprisn'd voice. 
Such 


222) 


Such ſure were felt in Babels Monarch's breaſt, 


When of his Throne and Nature diſpoſſeſt. ' Mor 
But conquer'd pazience yields at laſt to grief, Why 
And thus I vent my wo, arid beg relief. hoſe 

Then: [ 


Bleſt Author of my life, hear my complaint, Fhou f 
And free this caprtivefrom ics loatl'' reſtraint : 
Speak but the word, thy Servant ſhall be free; 
Thon madſ# me thus, o thus unbody me ! 

Or if thou wilt not rhisrelief atiord, pe 
Grant ſome kind Pey{on, or ſome friendly Sword. £ 
Dying Tl hug the Author of my Death, 

And beg his pardon with my4ateſt breath. 

But to fave man the guilt, ſend ſome Diſeaſe, 
Death in the moſt afrighting ſhape will pleaſe: 
Were [ to act Perillus ſcorching Scene, 

I ſhow'd rejoyce to hear my ſelf complain. 

Oh Heav'n: my patience isv'recome by grief : 

Es there above no ſuccour, no relief? 

The mercy Death isa!ll thee implore : 

Lord, grant it ſoon, leſt I blaſpheme thy pow'r. 


Wher 


(223) 


When for diſpatch tormented wretches pray, 
No cruelty's ſo barbarous as delay. 4 [/ 
Why aml to this noiſom carcaſe ty'd, 14! 
Whoſe ſtench is death in all its ghaſtly pride ? 1: 
ben ſpeak the word, and I ſhall ſoon be free ; 
[hou form'dit me thus, o thus unbody me ! 


Amb. in Pfal. x18. 


ow does that Soul live, that is in- 
cloſed in a covering of death ? 


— — ——  —— 


Tm m als mnktbetrcen tro having #. 
Pp te” : rn X 

dearre to be Hfolved and t be with (hrist 

Phibp .1 .23 Oi. 224 


am in a ſtraight between two, having a de- 
fire to be diſſolved and to be with Chriſt- 
Philip. 1. 23. 


Ow ſhall I do tofix my donbrful love ? 
Shalll remain below, or ſoar above ? 
re Earth detains me, and retards my flight, 
ere Heav n invites me to ſublime delight : 
av Calls aloud, and bids me hafte away, 
tile Earth allures, and gently whiſpers, fay. 
It hence thou ſly Þnchantreſs of my heart, 
break thy fetters, and deſpiſe thy art. 
ate, haſte, kind Fate, unlock my Priſon door; 
erel releas'd, how I aloft wou'd ſoar . 
e, Lord,my ſtruggling arms tow'rds T hee are ſent, 
d ſtrive to graſp thee in their wide extent. 


: bad I pow'r to mount above tbe Pole, 


kiſs the Centre of my longing Seul ; 


(226) 


But thou above derid'ſt my weak deſigns, fort 


And ſtill oppoſeſt what thy word injoyns, | ſee 
Vainly I beg what thou doſt ſtill deny, ſhus 
Anditretch my hands toreach whar's plac'd too big;$nd 
Ofr' to my ſelf falle Foys of Thee I feign, Thus 

Whic 


And think thou kindly com'ſt to break my Chai 
Now, now, I cry, my Soul ſhall ſoar above : 

But this (alas!) was all dillembled love. 

Sure this belief ſome pity might obtain ; 

Thou ſhow'd(t at leaſt for thx have broke my Chai 


Th 
0 pa 
Ind 4 


But if I'm ſtill confin'd, my wings Ill try ; Finds 
Andifl fail, in high attempts I die. [NCTE 

L t at 

But ſee ! He comes, and as he glides along, 

He beckons me, and ſeems to fay come on. ASA 
Ill riſe, and fiie into his lov*d embrace, ith r 
And ſnatch a kiſs, a thouſand, from his face. ef c 
Now, now he's near, his ſacred Robe I touch, nd ve 
And I ſhall graſp him at the next approach : F* . a 

nd hu 


But he (alas!) has mock'd my vain deſign, 
And fled theſe arms, theſe flighted arms of mine: 


t wh 
leaf as 


For 


(227) 


fortho the diſtance ne're 1o little be, 
kt ſeems th'Extremes of the waſt Globeto me. 
Thus does my Love my longing tantalize, 
And bids me follow, while too faſt he fres. 
Thus [pertzve Love delights in little cheats, 

il Vhich oft” are punifh'd with ſevere decerrs. 


The World has an Original in me 


0 paint deluded Lovers miſery : 
Ind he who has his eaſe Fair betray 'd, 
jinds all his fa/ſhood with large Int'reſt paid. 


ne're ſuſpeted :hon cou'dit faithleſs be, 
ut ſad experience has inſtructed me. 


As a chain'd Maſtiff, begging tobe looſe, 
ith reſtleſs howlings fills the deafned houle ; 
but if deny'd, his teeth the Chain engage, 
nd vent on that their inoltenſive rage: 
bo I complain, petition to be freed, 
nd humbly proſtrate beg the help I necd. 

t when you frown,and my requeit-deny, 
deaf as the Rocks to my repeated cry ; 
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Then I againſt my hated Clog exclaim, 

Ard on my Chain lay all the guilty blame: 
Thus grief pretends, by giving paſſion vent, 
To eaſe the pain of my Impriſonment. 

But 1 unjuſtly blame my Chain alone, 

And ſpare the cruel hand that ty*d it on. 

Well might the barb'rous load of Chains I bear 
Become a Renegado ſlave to wear ; 

But why this harſh ill uſage, Love, to me, 

W hoſe whole endeavour is to come to Thee ? 

But when my Soul attempts a lofty flighe, 

Tis {till ſappreſt by a groſs bodies weight. 

So fare young Birds, by Nature wing'd in vain, 
Whom fportful Boys with ſcanty twines reſtrain; 
V hen eager to retrieve their native air, 
They riſe a littie height, and flutter there : 
Buthaving to rheir utmoſt limits flown, 
The more they itrive to mount, they fall the faſt 
Each, tho it ſleeps in its young Tyrants brealt, 
And is with Banquets from his lips careſt; 

Yet prizes more the freedom of the Wood, 


(dows 


Than all the Daimies of its dear-bought food: 


Cou | 


229 
puld tears diſſolve my Chains, O with what eaſe |, 
d weep a Deluge for a quick releaſe? 

But tears are vain, reach, Lord, thy handsto me, 
Ind in return I'll ſtreach my Chains to thee. 

Thou canſt unty theſe ſtubborn bands alone, 

0h! do thou take them of,becauſe thou putſt themon: 


Chryſoſt. hom. 5 5. ad pop. Antioch. 


How long ſhall we be faſtned here? we ſtick 
to the Farth, as if we ſhould always live 
there, we wallow in the mire. God gave us 
bodies of earth, that we ſhonld carry them 
to Heaven, mot that we ſhould by them de- 
baſe our Souls to the Earth, 
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A name. Psal . 2-9: \ 
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X. 


Bring my Soul out of priſon, that I may praiſe 


thy name. Plal. [.}2. 9. | 4 
[ Who did once thro tIairs wide Regions rove, | | 
Free Denizon of the vait Realm above; | 


Now to a narrow Dungeon am contin'd, 

4 hole that darkens and reſtrains my mind. 
When firſt my Soul put on its ilefhly load, + 
[t was impriſon'd in the dark abode; 

My feet were fetters, My hands manacles, L, 
My ſinews chains, and all confinement elſe ; 
My bones the bars of my loatt?d Priſon-grate ; 
My tongue the turnkey, and my meth the gate. '# 


Why from my native ſtation am 1 fent »&/ 
A Captive to this narrow tenement ? di 
How oft” wou'd I attempt a ſhameful flight, | 
Andin a Halter bid the world good night : 

M 4 How 


How oft have I their happy Fate admir'd, 
Whoby the Sword or Poy/cn haveexpird? 
Butto gain Heaw'n, we muſe Heavns leiſure ſtay, 


Swch raſh attempters have miftook the way. is Þ 
As only Hearn our Being s did beſtow, bus ] 
"Tis Heawns ſole right to countermand them too : /bile 
And hen to end the lives That gave we ftrive, When 


We impiouſly encroach on God s Prerogative ; 
And on our Souls by this unlawful at, 

In breaking Prign we a new guilt contract. 

So that the courſe we take to [et us free, 

Betrays us to @ greater ſlavery. 

Had I ſome winding Lab'rinth for my TJayl, 
I then might bope for freedom to prevail : 
But while imbody din this Fleſh T lie, 

Heavn muſt be Deliverer, not 1. 

Letthe miſtaken wretch his Pris'n accule, 
Which for his flight did no kind means refuſe. 
Wor'd ſome kind chink one heav'nly Ray admit 
To bleſs my eyes, how wou'd I honour it ! 
But while confin'd to this dark Cell I lie, 
My captive Soul can't reach its native Sky. 


Here, 


(233) 
Here, ev'n my will's a ſlave to paſſions made, 
Paſſions Which have its /iberty betray'd. 
When piouſly it ts inclin'd to good, 
is by repugnant paſſions ſtill withſtood, 
Thus Iſrael m 1h Agy ptian bendage far'd, 
Vbile fron the ſervice of their Ged debarr'd ; 
ben to bis worſhip they deſir'd to go, 
[be Tyrant Pharoh a/ways anſwer'd, No. 
h my dear God ! viſit this humble Cell, 
nd ſee in what a narrow Pris'n I dwell. 
but if the Locks and Bars and Grates afright, 
Ommand them all to open at thy ſight, 


or Will this deed without example be : 
gels have left their Thrones and Bliſs above, 


Thus Petey did his op'ning Priſon view, 

et ſcarce believ'd the Miracle was true. 

ut no ſuch favour is indulg'd to me, 

want (alas!) ſuch happy Iiberty: 

ome, come, my God, unlock my Priſcn-gate, 
nd leg my Sonl tow'rd Heav'n expatiate : 


ommand them, Lord, to ſet thy Servant free ; 


ſo ranſom thoſe whom thou wert pleav'd to loye : 


Or 


(234) 
Or lead thy Slave in triumph thro the Sky, 
T1! bleſs the Chains that bind me cloſe to Thee. 
Tow'rds 7 hee my handsthrothe kind Grate Ithrow; 
O that my otber parts could follow too ! 
The captive Bird abour its Cage will fly, 


And the leaſt way for its eſcape eſpy, 0; 
And with its bill gnaws thro the rigey grate £0 


A ſecret pallage to its firſt Free tate. 

Canſt thou, my Ged, be deaf to all my cries, 

And more obdurate than my Priſon is? 

Not for wy /e!f, but Thee doI complain, 

Thy facred praffe, which I wo:r'd fing, in vain ; 

For here (alas!) I cannot once rejoyce, 

Nor touch my ſfrings, nor raiſe my tureful woice. 
For Birds contin'd, to rage convert their Notes, 
Or [#!/cz grown, lock up their ſilent throats, 
Come then, 22y God, unlock my Priſon-gete, 
And let my Soul tow'rds Heav'n expatiate . 
Theremy loud voice in joyful Notes PII raiſe, 
And ſing Eternal Anthems in thy praiſe. 
But if thou wilt not this requeſt allow, 
Ar thy own Glory thon muſt envious grow. 


LY —— 


Gre! 


(235) 


Greg. in cap. 7. Job. 


an is impriſoned, becauſe by profici- 
ency invirtue he often ſtrives to riſe 
on high, but is kept down by the 
corruption of his fleſh. 
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XI. il! 
ike as the Hart defireth the water-brooks, | 
fo longeth my Soul after thee, O God. Pal. 4 


42. I. | 


Haga wou'dſt thon know my breaſts conſi- 
ming fre, 


nd howl pine and languiſh with defire? 

ie withering /7 lets no reſemblance yield, 
Nor can I take one from the Sun-burnt Field; 

or by that heat can I expreſs my pain, WT | 

at melts us in the fiery Dog-ſtars reign. 

e Lybian Sands, where the Suns warm ſalute 

ith barren drouth deſtroys all hope of fruit ; 'N 
Ev'n they, compar'd with »e,are moiffand cool, 
wch raging flames have ſeiz'd my hetick Soul. 
But wou'dſt thou have an Emblem of my pains, 
Regard then how the wounded Hart complains, 
'hile in his ſide tr'envenom”d Arrow lies, 


His Blood boils over, and his Marrow fries: 
Thus 


CL —_———_——_ 


(238) 
Thus thro the od; he takes a nimble flight, And 
Till fome cool fream ſalutes his diſtant fight : With 
Then with redoubled ſpeed he pants and brays, Pur | 
Till:Zerehis rLirſt and feaver he allays. He ſe 
Thus, thus rransfix'd with an Infernal Dart, ind « 
I feel the poyſon raging in my heart. aſts 
Thenvenom'd blood with violent fury burns, Ibici 
And to a thouſand diff*rent tortures turns. UI 
The Tyrant Luf now thro my body reigns, SOME 
And now Intemp'rance burſts my glutted veins, FM 
Now Prides rank poyſon ſwells my heaving brealt gair 
Andcursd Ambiticy robs me of my reſt. 
Oh! from what ſtream ſhalll a AMed'cine find 
To eaſe theſe reſtleſs torments of my mind ! 
Thou, thou, »zy God, alone canſt eaſe ny grief, 
From the pure Conduits of the Well of Life. 
My panting Soul laments and pines for them, 
Asthe chas'd Har: for the refreſhing ſtream. 


Shunning the quick-nosd Hownds afrighting cr1cs 
Yith timorous haſte oft” to the Toils he flies : 


An 


(239) 
ind when he finds himſelf too cloſe beſet, 
With active ſpeed o're-leaps ttPextended Net : 


vur hotly by his num'rous Foes purſu'd, 
e ſeeks rheſuccour of ſome ſheltring Wood ; 


ind on his neck, leſt it retard his ſpeed, 


aſts back the uſeleſs Armour of his head : 


Which, ſince he has not courage 10 employ, 


Wiſts his Foes its o2vner to deſtroy. 
ometimes he thinks the dee p-mouth'd foe is near, 
LL 


from ſtrong impreſſions of remaining fear. 


gain he ſtands and liſtens for their cries, 
en, almoſt ſpent, thro the cloſe Thickers flies 


alt 


'o the clear Springs : And as be pants for them, 
0 pines my Soul for the Caleſtial fream 7; 


here he renews his ſtrength, and lays his heat, 
ind rowls and wantons inthe ccol retreat. 


_— : " 
Lord, Hell's great Nimrod holds my Soul in cha'e, 


ſo ſham 2wheſe Hounds T fly frem place to place 


But cloſely they my weary ſteps purſue, 


lo means of ſrccour or eſcave I View. 


(240) 
Tir'd with my flight, and faint with conſtant ſweat, 
IT wiſh to reſt, I wiſhto lay my heat. 

But where, O where can this refreſhment be? 

*Tis no where, Lord, "tis nowhere but with Thee. It 


With Thee an ewver-bubbling Fountain flows, | 
The remedy of all thy Servants woes : | 


Pleaſing its taſte, its virtue ſanative ; ( 
Nor health alone, but endlets life they give. p 
Then tell not me of Tagus Golden flood, ( 
Whoſe rowling Sands raiſe a perpetual mud : 2 
There ſhowd I drink inſatiate till T burſ;, | E 


Each greedy draught wou'd re-inflame my thirſt. 
No, to the pleaſing Springs above 7! go, 

The Springs that in the hgaveniy Canaan flow. 
My panting Soul laments and pines for them, 
As the chas'd Har: for the refreſhing ffream. 


(242) 


Cyril. in Joan. lib. 3. cap. 10. 


It is an excellent water that allays 
the pernicious thirſt of this world, 
and the heat of Vice ; that waſhes | '' 
off all the ſtains of fin; that waters | * 
and improves the Earth in which \ 
our Souls inhabit, and reſtores the 
mind of man; that thirſts with an 

earneſt defire: to its God. 


When shalll come es gear Hgove 


yy 7 '®; 
(Se PreSOnce of God! Pat. 4 27 
LL 


But | 
Did 
Be jt 
" Ex 
*Anc 
A ted 
vince. 
Why 1 
ind f; 


When ſhall T come and appear before the pre- 
ſence of God? Pal. 42. 2. 


W 7th promis' d Foys my ears thou oft” didit 
fill, 

But they are only Joys of promiſe ſtill. Y 
Didſt thou not fay thou ſoon wou'dſt call me home? 
be juſt, wy Love, and kindly bid me come : 

* Expetting Lovers Count each hour a day, "4 
*And death to rhem's leſs dreadful than delay. M 
A tedious train gf months and years is gone, 
vince firſt you bid me hope, yet gave me n:ne. 

Why with delays doſt thou abuſe my love, ; ; * 
ind fail my vain expectancies above ? 


R 2 Whine 


(244) 
While thus th'inſulting Crowd derides my woe, 
Where's now your Leve ? how well he keeps his 


Vow ? But 

+». Haſte then, and home thy lcenging Lover take ; Anc 
If not for mine, yer for thy promiſe ſake. L 
To « 

When ſhall I come before thy Throne, and ſee JAnd 
Thy glorious Scepter kindly ſtretch'd to me ? SG V 
For Thee I pine, for Thee I am undone, $ t1 
As drooping Flow'rs that want their Parent Sun. But * 
O cruel tort'rer of my wounded Soul, With 
Grant me thy preſence, and I ſhall be who ! Some 
O when, thou Foy of all admiring eyes, What 
When ſhall Iſee thee on thy Threne of bliſs! hen 
For t 

As when unwelcom night begins its ſway, hen 
And throws its ſable mantle o're the day ; he g 
The withering glories of the Garden fade, by * 


And weeping Groves bewail their lonely ſhade; þ trig 
To melancholly filence men retire, y fa 
- And no ſieet Note ſounds from rhe feather'dChoir:f bon, t 


Bo 


, 


(245) 


But hardly can the dawning morn diſplay 
The welcom Enfigns of th'approaching day, 
But the glad Gardens deck themſelves anew, 


Liew : 
To early homage Man himſelf devotes, 


So without T hee, I grieve, Iypine, I mourn ; 
$& triumph, ſo revive at Thy return. 

But Thou, unkind, bidſt me delight my eyes 
With other Beauties, other Rarities. ; 


Sometimes thou bidit me mark the flow'ry Field, 


What various ſcents and ſhews its Paſtures yield ; 
hen to the Stars thou doſt direct my ſight, 

For they from Thine derive their borrow'd light. 
hen ſaiſt, Contemplate Man, in Him thou'ltſee 
he great reſemblance of thy Love and Me. 
hy wou'dſt thou thus deceive me with a ſhade, 
trifling Image, that will quickly fade ? 

y fancy ſtoops not to a mortal aim ; 


iT: Thou, thou haſt kindled, and muſt quench my flame. 


Bu 


Ogirny 9 In 


And the cheer'd Groves ſhake off their heavy 


And Birds in Anthems ſtrain their tuneful throats. 


R 3 O glo- 


(246) 


Yet 

O glorious Face, worthy a Pow'r Divine, The 
Where Love and Awe with equal mixture ſhine! He 
Triumphant Majeſty of that bright Ray Thy 
Where bluſhing Angels proſtrate homage pay * Hor 


Wein thy Works thy fix'd impreſlions trace, 
Yet ſtill but faint refletions of thy Face. ur, 
When this inchanted /rld's compar'd with Thee, They 


Its boaſted Beauty's all deformity : Whe 
Thy Stars no ſuch tranſcending glories own Whe 
As Thize, whoſe light exceeds all theirs in one. Whe 

Be p 


This truth fome one of them can belt declare, 
Who on the Mount thy bleſt ſpeCtators were. 
Who on Thy Glories were allow'd to gaze, 
And ſaw Heaw'n opned in Thy 1wondrons Face. 


Norcan we blame thy great Apoſtle's Zeal, 


To whom thou didit that happy fight reve, 
That /ighting all things heretofore moſt dear, 
Wes all for building Taberngcles there : 


(247) 
Yet he beheld Thee then within a Veil, 

The killing Rays thou kindly didſt conceal : 

He ſaw a lambent flame thy Face ſurround, 

Thy Temples with a dazling Glory crown'd : 

How had he wondredat the nobler Liphr, 

oo bare Refletion was ſo heav*nly bright ! C 


But, oh: That's inacceſſible to hnmane ſight ! 
Then we, oh : we to that bleſ# fate receive, 
Where I may ſee thee all, and ſeeing [ive ! 


When will that happy day of Viſion be, 
When I ſhall make a near approach to Thee, c 


Be wrapt in Clouds, and loſt in Myſtery ! 


by wirPual preſence to My faithful heart, 
fit to my ſenſe (till unreveald thou art. vi 
bis, tho a great, is an imperfett bliſs, 
embrace a Cloud for the bright: God 1 with ; Bil 
ly Soul a more exalted pitch wou Gly, 


ne view Thee in the heights of Majeſty. 


"Tis true, the Sacred Elements impart C 


R4 


(248) 


Oh ! when ſhall I behold Thee all ſerene, 
Without'an envious cloudy Veil between ! 
When diſtant Faith ſhall innear Viſion ceaſe, 
And ſtill my Love ſhall with my Joy increaſe ! 
That happy day dear as theſe Eyes ſhall be, 
And more thanall the deareſt things, but Thee: 


(249, 


Aug. in Pſal. 42. 


thou findeft any thing better than to 
behold the face of God, hafle thee 
thither. Wobe to that love of thine, 
if thou doft but imagine any thing 
more beautiful than He, from whom 
all Beauty that delights thee is 
derived, = | 


IE 


 —_——__—— — = 


XIII. O thaz 


til 
il 
l 


M 


Octhat-T had(the mnng? Fa Dov? Iam 
_ 
ben {1 oul{ flares, and be atrest-. 


| 


Prat. 68h. — © 250- 


ALIL 


that I had the wings of a Dove ! for then I 
would fiy away, ard be at reſi. Plal. 55. 6. 


Ho, great Creator, I receive from Thee 
All that I am, and all I hope to be; 
et, might this humble Clay expoſtulate, 
wou'd complain of my defg&:ve ftare. 


To Man tl'aſt given the boundleſs Regency 
df three vaſt Realms, the Ocean, Earth, and Sky : 
ut, oh ! how ſhall this ample Pow'r betry'd, 

hen ſtill the rneans to uſe-it are deny'd ? 


Pardon my haſty cenſure of thy skill, 
ſho think thy mighty Work defeCtive ſtill ; 


Nor am I forward to correct thy Art, 
By wiſhing man a Caſement in his heart, 


Whoſe 


(252) 
Whoſe dark receſſes all the world might ſee ; 
That proſpett juſtly is reſerv'd for Thee : 


But the defect I mourn is greater far; 
His want of Wings to bear him thro the Air. 


Inferiour Creatures no perfection want, 
To hinder their enjoyment of Thy graxt. 
The ſcaly Race have nimble Fins allow'd, 


With which they range about their native Flood : 


And all the feather'd Tenants of the Air, 

Born up on tow'ring }/mgs, expatiate there. 
Thus ev'ry Creature finds a bleſt content 
Adapted to its proper Element : 

But Man, for the command of all deſign'd, 

Is ſtill co Oneinjuriouſly confin'd ; 

While Nature often is extravagant, 

And gives his Subjects more than what they want. 
Some of the 2watry kind, we know, can fly, 
And viſit, when they pleaſe, the lofty Sky; 
And, in exchange, ſome of che aery brood 
Deſcend, and turn bold Pirates in the Flood : 
While ſtill co Man Heav'n does all means deny 
Toexerciſe his vain Authority. 


n Ev'n 


(253) 
yn buzzing Tſe; withlight wings are bleſt, 
whoſe ſmall frame Heav*n has much arr expreſt: 
ut Man, the great, the noble Maſter-piece, 
ants a perfection that abounds in theſe. 
ay ſome, the meaneſt of the feather'd kind, 
or neither profit nor delight deſign'd, 
ftretch their Dominions toa vaſt extent, 
Nor pleas'd with Two, range a third Element; 
bmetimes on Earth they walk with ſtately pace, 
ind ſport and revel on the tender gras ; 
hen for the [iquid Stream exchange the Shoar, 
And dally there as wanton as before : 
But wearied,zbence their moiſtned wings they rear, 
o take their wild diverſion in the Ar. 
ure theſe to rule the triple World were ſent, 
And denizon'd of every Element : 
But Man, excluded both the Sea and Arr, 
Can make ſmall uſe of his Dominion there. 
Nor yet repine I that the Earth's alone 
Man's Element, ſince I deſire but One ; 
My whole ambiticn's to exchange my place, 
Tho with the meaneft of the feather'd Race. 


Grant 


(254) 
Grant me but ings that I may upwards ſoar, 
Il forfeit them if e're I covet mere. 


Nor canſt thou, Lord, my juſt petition blame, o_ 
When thou regard'ſt the end of all mv aim : ind 
The AMieries below, and Foys above, hen 
Recall from hence, and thither point my love. ind 
The Earth (alas! lo ſettled tation knows, Ther 
So faſt the deluge of its ruine flows: Be 6 
Numberle(s troubles and calamities In 
Increaſe the Flood, too apt it ſelf toriſe. That 
Tir d with long flight, my weary Soul can meet But 7 


No friendly bough to entertain her feet. 
Here no bleſt ſign of Peace or Plenty is, 


All lie orewhelm'd in the profound Abyſs. , 

O whither then ſhall I for ſafetygo? ot, 
I muZF net hope ſo great a good below. UL 
Vainly to Honor cr to Wealth I fly, 7 


Theſe canner betheir own ſecurity ; 

My ſole dependance is the Sacred Ark, 

There, there my Soul in ſafety may embarque : 
Thou ſent'ſt her thence, Lord, call her home again, 
' And ftretch thy favouring hand to take her in. 


But 


(255) 
But ſhe's (alas!) too weak for ſuch a flight, 
Her flagging wings are baffled by its height. 

ou dft thou vouchſafe to imp them, ſhe wou'd fly, 
ind brave the tow'ring Monarch of the Sky ; 
Then ſhe wou'd haſte to her eternal Reſt, 

ind build above the Cloud, ber lofty Neft ; 
There basking in the ſplendor cf thy beams, 

e all imploy'd on bright Angelick Themes ; 
In which th adultrate World ſhall have no part, 
That fly Debaucher of my wandring heart : 
But in Seraphick Flames for Thee I 1] burn, 

nd never, never think of a recurn. 


"Y Amb. Hom. 7. 


othing can fly but what is pure, lizht, and 
ſubtile, and whoſe purity is not corrups 
ted by intemperance, nor its cheerfutneſs nor .) 


ſwiftneſs retarded by any weight. 


XLV. O how 


£ » 15% - 


O how pai, 'T'1 are thy Zabernacles 
thoulL, ov LS Hosts. Psal. 84. 1. 


- 256. 


) how amiable are thy Tabernacles, thou 


Lord of Hoſts ! Pfal. 84. 1. 


Reat Leader of che Starry Hoſts that ſtand 

In ſhining order on thy either hand, 
ach bright 9agnificence adorns Thy Throne, 
[hat hence My raviſh'd Soul wow'd fain be gone, c 
[0 offer there her low Devotion. - 
2il glorious Palace, which a lofty Mound 
Df ſhining 7aſper cloſely does ſurround : Ty 
here the blew Saphyre and Clear Chry/olite, | om 
t once aſton;ſh and afett the ſight . 7 
Where ſparkling Topas-threſhelds kiſs the feet 
Yf all who come tow*rds the Almighty s (cat ! 
y doors of dazling Adamant Iet 1n, 
Where Golden Roofs on Emerald Pillars ſhine. 
S This 


(258) 
This Iofty Stru&ure, this divine Abode, 
Bccomes the Preſence of its Founder-God. 

Her: pureſt 4trs, fann'd in by Angels wwmgs, 

Breathe all the Odors of ten thouſand Springs. 

Here 1G benumming Frofts dare once be rude, 

Nor piercing Snows Within theſe Courts intrude. 

Thetorrid Zone is far remote from hence, 

This Climate feels a gentler influence. 

This true Elizium's pleaſures ne're decay, 

Whoſe time is all but one eternal day. 
PrightReſident of the Cceleſtial Spheres, 

How deſpicable's Earth, when Heaw'n appears ! 
The very name of grief's a ſtranger here, 

And nothing can beget a thought of fear. 

Here undiſturb'd Tranquility prefides, 

And entrance toall jarring Foes forbids. 

Hence every Paſſion, Frailty, and Diſeaſe, 

All that may injure, trouble, or diſpleaſe, 

All that may diſcompoſe tWexalted mind, 

Are to eternal banifhment confin'd. 

Bright Reſident of the Ccleſtial Spheres, 

How deſpicable's Earth, when Heav'nappears ! 


Here 


(259) 
ear feafting Souls perpetual Revels keep, 
{nd never are concern'd for food or \leep ; 
Vith indefatigable Zeal they move, bt 
rn on the wings of Duty and of Love. 
ſolv'd in Hymns, here Choirs of Angels lie, 
ind with loud Halclujah's fill the Sky. 
lere new-cemeSaints with wreaths of light are crown'd, 

bile Ivory Flutes and Silver Trumpets ſound. 

ere bluſhing Chernbs ſacred Hymns begin, 

Ind [miling Seraphs loud Reſponſes ſing, 

bile echoing Angels the bleſt Airs retort, 

low'd by a loud Chorus of the Univerſal Court. 
ſhile, to compleat the Muſick. of the Choir, 

be Royal Pſalmiſt runes bis Sacred Lyre. 


Such was the mighty "Joy, when they careſs'd Y 
be Royal CHARLES, their late-a(cended Gueſt. \| 
< Songs of Triumph fil'd Heaw/ns ſpace around, Ni 
ben they beheld our God-like Sovereign crown'd * 4 


Im, for hoſe ſafety they were oft imploy'd, 
md bleſt the grateful Orders they cber'd : 


S 2 


(260) 
Him, for whoſe ſake they did loud Storms 4ſwage, 
And ſtiiF'd the more tumultuous Peoples rage ; 
Knowing His Reign ſuch Bleſſings wou'd diſpence, 


To make their pains a glorious recompence : MN 
And having crown'd at laſt the Royal Heir, hi 
Applaud the bleſt effeft of Previdences care: ac 
O that my raviſh'd Soul con'd muunt the Skies, W1 
Tohear the Muſick of their Plalmodies ! 01 


The meanel\t {eat mn this bright Court I'd chuſe, 
Before the beſt Preferment Earth beſt ows ; 

For one ſhort days ſublime injryment here 
Exceeds an Age of the chief Pleaſure there. 

Bleſt Reſident of the Caleſtial Spheres, 

How deſpicable's Earth, when Heav'n appears: 
Hafjlethen, my Scul, to thoſe thoſe ble Manſions fly, 
With thoſe bright Objefts pleaſe thy wondring eye: 
With their ſweet Airs fill thy attentive ear, 

Till thou haſt learnt to chant forth Anthems there : 
Then thon, inſtrufted in the beav'nly Art, 

Aci}t in their Confort bear an humble part. 


Ecnavert 


(261) 


Bonavent. Solil. cap. 4- 


my Soul, what can I ſayaphen I be- 
hold the Joy to come ! Iam loſt .in 
admiration, becauſe the Foy will be 
within and without, above and be- 
ow, about and beſide us. 


), 


avVent 


_ 


"SS - oa , 
- ® LY 


Make hashmy Beloved, and be ke 
He Rod ov He young Hart upon 


. > x” S— a 
He mumnmtans of p15 Fi ant. Fo = 
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X V. 


Make haſte, my Beloved, and be like the Roe 
or the young Hart upon the Mountains of 
Spices. Cant. 8. 1.4. | 


Aſte, my bright Sun, haſte from my dazled 
ſight, 

Too tender to endure thy ſtreaming light. 
How does my tongue my love-fick ſoul betray ! 
This bids him fly, whom that wou'd beg to fay. 
For why ſhou'd I his abſence thus engage, 
Which grant will make each tedious iiour anAge? | 
Yet his too ſcorching beams forbid his ſtay ; 
Fly then, my Love, or lay thoſe beams'away. 
Hadit thon on me this harſh Injunction laid, 

he killing ſound at-once had ſtruck me dead. 
But thy own flame, not I, will have it fo, 
© ſhou'd be Ages in pronouncing Go. 
S 4 I woud 


(264) 


I wou'd not wiſh what now I do intreat ; 

Then ſtay, and let me not perſuade thee yet. 
Stay, ſtay, my Life, and turn the deafned ear; 
Sure what I wou'd not ſpeak,you ſhou'd not hear. 
Hence let the wind my feign'd Petition bear ; 
"Twasfear, not 7, that form'd the haſty Pray'r. | 
Yet(oh!) this melting heat forbids your ſtay ; 
Fly, fly, my Love, I burn if you delay. 

O ler your haſte outſtrip the hunted Hind ; 

Bur that's too flow ; fly like the nimble Wind : C 
Fly till thou leaw ſt ev'n flagging thought behind. 
Yet in thy flight a longing look beſtorw, 

A ſpeaking glance, to ſhew thee loath to go. 

But that once ca#t, renew your ſpeed away : 

Fly, fly, my Love, there's death in your delay. 


Behold thoſe lofty Sky-ſaluting Hills, 
Where rich Perfume from weeping Trees diſtills ; 


Where Lawrels, Cedars, and foft Myrtles grow, 
And all the Spice Arabia does beftow : 

To their high tops direct thy r:mble fight, 

Till chew, like them, art vaniſh'd from my fight. 


Fly 


Ah 


Hf I1 


1 (it 


Bat 


(265) 


Fly to the heights where the young Seraphs ſing, 
Andthe gay Cherubs exerciſe their wings. 

Fly till the Stars appear as much below 

Thy ſtation, as they are above it now. 

Thoſe places areinur'd to heat and fre, 

And what 7 dread, is what they moſt deſire. 

One Spark's ſafficient to inflame my Soul ; 

Oh! do not then conſume me with the whole! 


Then let thy haſte the hunted Hind out-go. 


And yet, methinks, thou ſhou'dſt not leave me ſo! 
Yetfly fo, that thou maiſt look often back, = 
Nor from my ſight too far a Journey take : 

But keep ſuch diſtance as the glorious Sun, 

When with moſt light he guilds the pale-fac'd Moor. 
' Ah ! this diſcov'ry of my Soul forgive, 

I cannot with thee, nor without thee, live. 

if thou att near, I burn ; remote, I freeze ; 

And either diſtance docs alike diſpleaſe. 

Then ſv approach me, Lord, I thee defire, 

That lmay feel thy warmtb, but not thy fre. 

Fly then, z»y 7.ife, faſt asthe hunted Deer ; 

But gono more 70o far, than ſtay too near. 


And when tart gone, on reedy Pipes PII play, 
And ſing thy Praiſes in an amorous Lay; 

And when I've wearied out the tedious night, 
With anew task I will my ſelf delight. 

FI! carve at large onevery ſpreading Tree 

Our Loves Original and Hiſtory. 

My o're-plus timeT1Il dedicateto ſleep, 

Yet ſtill my waking thoughts hov/d Obje# keep. 


But ſee how while I ſpeak I melt away! 
Haſte your ungrateful fligtt without delay. 
Yet go as tho you this departure mourn, 

And all your haſte were for a quick return. 


(267) 


Amb. de bono Mortis, cap. 5. | 


The Soul defires that her Beloved 
would be gone, becauſe now ſhe is 
able to follow him in his flights | 


